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ENTERTAINMENT FOR MEN NOVEMBER so cents 
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— "HERES WHY ALL 
KENTUCKY CLUBS BRANDS 
STAY FRESH TO THE 


IN THE KENSEAL POUCH”, 


You never, never get dry, stale pipe tobacco when you buy your Kenscal Pocket Pouch—filled at the factory and 
one of Kentucky Club's brands packed in the Kensenl ready to use and so moisture-tight it keeps your tobacco 
Pocket Pouch. These choice tobsccos are GUARANTEED fresh to the last pipeful. In smart colorful designs. Fits 
us, Zip open the outer package and there's your pocket as comfortably as a handkerchief, 


bacon om the market; and worth it. Blended frm 
top quality leaves of 10 


Choi tobsecos maed for cool, even burning, 206 


; Aere 
Choose your тоной DOCK. Таатан Fist irs aileron way 


Personal Tobacco from тту sportmen ehem. Five 
Kentucky Club's 9 Blends 


Generous quant 

CHRISTIAN PEPER'S POUCH MIXTURE — Popular 

аде oe fuad Mond, A little Lalakin and 
fe with 3 domestic tobacco. 26% 


pen six choice imparted and. 
hassen. Refreshingly aromatic. 30% 


KENTUCKY CLUB REGULAR An 
White Burley. Famous for йя rol 
and grand aroma, Vor. 


di diy. 400 00 dy 27 


aE x: 


ALL IN KENSEAL POUCH... 


ALL GUARANTEED FRESH Озү ce l. 


deln expeetly bie 


BRUSH CREEK — Jat about the mast expensive to- 


SEND FOR GLAMOROUS Price 25e— or FREE with orm package front cut 


-UP PICTURE 
IN NATURAL COLOR— 8x10 INCHES 


PLAYBILL 


we BONT rennen who it was described. 
Philip Wylie as "God's Little her but 
it was an apt soubriquet for this biteher- 
andanoaner sans peur el aver reproc 
In both fiction and non-fiction, the wily 
Mr. Wylie has been I 

der the tanny ol compla 
ne now: Generation of Vipers, with its 
famous mauling of “mom,” was a major 
social fact of its day: his doomdoing. 
novels, like Tomorrew!, have been used 


hing firecrackers 
Ky for some 


in’ Civil Defense drives: his tir 
against the educational syste 

stirred up PTA and school boards. Just 
back from a roundheworld junket 


which allowed him to rest, think and. 
build up a head of steam, Wylie ho 
this issue with a blistering blast а 
American women, Ата 

жап advertisers and all points west in 
The Abdicating Male. Is exhilarating, 
‘exterminating stuff: must reading for all 
malesbe they pro, con or indifferent 
to abdication. 

Richard Matheson—the guy who 
traced dirty jokes to their origin in The 
Splendid Source (rx лувоу, May, 1956) — 
leads off the issue with A Flourish of 
Strum pets, a story of the day after tomor- 
row, when the oldest of professions adopts 
the newest of sales techniques. A far cry 
from this tale of supercommercialized 
sex is Adrian Conan Doyles The 
Lover of the Coral Glades, a love story 

difference. PLavwoy's editors 


unlike those colorful candies 
you crunch during the holiday season: 
like them, we have a hard, brittle exte- 


tion and a soft, sweet 
mentality. ‘That adaman 
tine exterior was pleasantly pierced when. 
we read the Doyle piece. It’s an ou 
‚gcously romantic, unashamedly senti- 
mental tale of True Love, Self-Sacrifice, 
Divine Intervention and suchlike corny 
stuff, but it left our grouchy fiction editor 
On the smpicion that 
„bens, readers are similarly co 
structed of both hard and soft candy, 
we have included the story in this No- 
vember issue. The author, of course, is 
famous son of a fa 
addition to his other writing, 
been occupied with carrying on $ 
thur’s adventures of the redoubtable 
Sherlock, 

The makers of popular music get be. 
tion and fact treatment in this issu 
Charles Einstein proflers a bittersweet 
зара of the songwriting set in The Flip 


tior of soph 
center of se 


with moist eyes, 


Side; Bernard Asbell sat in on a Nat 
Cole recording date, kept his eyes and 
cars open, and captured, in crackling 
prose, the fascinating atmosphere of the 
session for your delight. 

“To Jonathan Rhoades and Mike S 
fell the gruelling chore of camping in 
the swank Gaslight Club for several eve- 
nings in succession, drinking old Scotch 
and eyeing young waitresses, taking time 
ош only to jot down and photograph im- 
presions for their feature, The Lock 
оп the Barroom Door, эп everaoalightly 
sone study of Key clubs. 

We were reckless enough to invite 
P. С. Wodehouse to act as guest sports 
editor this month, and he came up with 
an article on falconry. He 
the birds. And his piece is highly enjoy 
able nonsense. 

" rhapsodired the 
Lucian, "that | could resemble Herodo 
tus, if only in some measure! By пк 
means in all his some 
single point, some one of those thousand 


э which are the despair of the i 
tator.” Cicero described Herodotus’ style 
as “copious and polished"; Quintilian 


called it “sweet, pure and flowing.” “Of 


worthiness as a historian,” an 


anonymous eneyelopacdist of our own. 
day says of him, “varying opinions have 
been entertained. But of his merits as a 
writer there can be no dispute.” Herodo- 
tus‘ merits as a writer sent our Ribald 
Classies editor into the famous multi- 
volumed History for the witty, worldly 
account of The Breggert King, which 


MAISON 


муше 


WODEHOUSE 


you'll find herein, decked out in a brand 
new—but no les copious, polished, 
sweet, pure or flowing — translation. 
And. of course, Jed Kiley is back with 
another installment in his rollicking pas- 
tiche, Hemingway. We've received a lot 
of favorable response to this satirical se- 
ries, but there has also been a dissenting 
voice or two—and one of them belongs 
to Mr. Hemingway. ‘That's understand- 
able, we suppose: Jed's view of Heming- 
way is a rather irreverent one, told with 
bold embellishment and more than a bit 
of blarney. If we may be permitted to 
quote ourselves (September issue): Ernest 
Hemingway "may be the greatest writer 
the world”; and the Jed Kiley series is 
meant to be exactly what Dudley H, 
Cloud of The Atlantic Monthly called it. 
na letter to us: "A tribute to Hemingway 
n the form of a monstrous spoof and an. 
amiable parody of Hemingway's style.” 
We must agree with Mr. Cloud' further. 
‘comment, too: “I enjoyed it very much.” 
riaynoy wishes one and all a merry 
election, a happy Thanksgiving and a 
not-too-footsore siege of Christmas shop- 
ping. To help with the latter, both 
this issue and our next will be fou 
be chock full of shopping ideas 
form of a glittering, ewo-isue gift gallery 
that will suggest what to give—and a gilt 
preview section that will tell you how 
and where to go about it. And Thomas 
Mario, in this November PLAYBOY, pro- 
vides all the details for a succulent, sub- 
stantial holiday dinner that can be en- 
joyed on any of the jolly days ahead. 


It doesn't take a tintype to date a man! 


If you saw your belt as others see it, you'd change it more often. 


You don’t have to look like the gentleman in the picture to be out-dated—a worn or 
old-fashioned belt can be just as disastrous to your appearance. And, unfortunately, you 
are the last to know, for actually, you can barely see your belt when you have it on. 


Make this instentaneows style test 
Just tuck in your shirt and look down at your belt. You can hardly see more than just the edge— 
but Others see the entire belt—with its worn appearance and old-fashioned styling. Certainly, if you 
saw your belt as others sce it, you'd change it more often, and you'd change to "Paris,"* the modern 
belt, Make your selection from these bright, new styles, only $3.50. 


ve custom-ink Calf 
With unusual single stud 


RIOHT— Rugged, masculine Hor- 
back Alligator Grain Calfskin Bel. 


LEFT—Hand-boarded Cowhide 
Belt with comfortable cushion pad- 
ding 
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ЕЗ союз marsor macazme + 


DEATH OF PAINTING 
The Evelyn Waugh article, The Death 

of Painting, їз your 

very interesting. But it mived so m: 

of the obvious 

question whether it wa 

туп Waugh, the emim 

їч. or Evelyn W 


August iste, was 


vatters involved th 
written by Ex 
it British novel 
ugh, a physical edh 

Sune 


tion sophomore at Southern T 


Teacher's College 
Mr. Waugh —or Miss Waugh, as the 
case may be—scems to feel that the 
camera has inspired the trend away fron 
ict representation; that modem 


developed because printers could 


compete with particles of silver nitrate 


This is a nice little thes 
сопіс with it —as Mr. М 
know, though Miss Wa 
the history ol paimin 
tual history of Western Europe. 
Distortion in painting cannot be dated 
Irom the invention of the camera. Date 
ir from Gro Magnon cave paintings. if 
you like, or from Egyptian frescoes, or 


hom EI Greco's elongated figures or 
Rembrandt. Dare it from Gova’s "Car 
prichios"" or even from Manet. But don't 
date 


from the invention of so feeble 


as the daguerreotype 


ainly, the old masters considered 
representacion important. But can Mr 
Waugh show that they considered unity 
and shythm unimportant? Ob, 
viously nor mee between the 
balance of Fra Angelico and the balance 
of Mondrian, the distortion of Rem- 
brande and the distortion of Klee (or 
even a mavnov illustration) is one of 
degree, not of kind. Just where would 
Mr. Waugh choose to draw his line? 
Mr. Waugh, if it is Mr. Waugh, has 
aho lorpotten that the forms of expres 


sion used in an age or period stem Irom 


al and aesthetic attitudes 


the philosophi 


the revolt which produced Klee, but he 


forgets or ignores the fact that that 


revolt was only part of a langer revolt 
which alo produced Franz Katka and. 
Bela Bartok, We live in a brill 


phisticated, but frustrated 


and the 


E. SUPERIOR ST. CHICAGO 11, Un 


men who express this age use brilliance 
and tension. "Th 


a is no more responsible 
pon 


tion of the ca 


lor Picasso than it is for Ja 
5. Eliot 

olay of Mr 
ers to. 


or Schönberg or even T 
The 


igh's advice и 


w 
use she techn 
or the 18th Ce 


nodern composers 10 score their works 
for lute and harp. and modern writers 
to we blank verse or (and this is more 
likely lom his tone) heroic couplets 
Mr. Waugh: Go write a picaresque 


novel. 
David A. Thomas 
Albuquerque, N. M. 


What in hell is an 
Evelyn Waughs doing in res 
shocked by his old:tashioned stand on 
modem art. Havi several of his 
books. I had previously considered him 
an author with whom 1 was in 
‘complete rappor 
PLAYBOY is a modem mi 
requires a contemporary po 
order w enjoy it—so with modem 
art. Mr 
all the more ludicrous 


tide 


Waugh’ article 


in relation to its su 
hee uid be podera 
man's apartment. 1 find myself. think 
ing. “Mr. Waugh must be kidding. 
George Wesley Williams 
New York, New York 


Three cheers for Evelyn Waugh's ar 


artists have been 


1 to suit themselves 
Ich 


ists are afraid to 


as theres been art. 

dem 

compete with a camera. 
1 wonder if y 

article in the near fu 

y the ideas im this эп 

showing that nobody ever tha 

this lousy modern music of 

Prokofiev until. the phonograpl 

vented and the composers ма 

10 think i they couldn 


ther 


ould publish 


SiNVd * SANIYVA NIANVI 


promise her 
anything... 


but give her 


> 
A 
U 
m 
Q 
m 
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в 


ne Best Draad" 
5 WAYS! 


'AR FIVE SUIT 
by Westbrooke 


as worn by James Olson 
‘co-starring in 
“The Sharkfighte 


Actually five outfits in one! Wear 
the handsome, two-tone Heather- 
striped Sportcoat with either, pair 
Of solid matching slucks light or 
dark. Enjoy the added luxury of 
two extra pair of slacks plus a 
superb sporteoat, with luxurious 
kold colored metal dise buttons, to 
Fo with everything in your ward- 
robe! 


Made of our famous “WEST 
COAST" all-wool flannel, loomed 
from luxurious imported wools. 
Sporteoat in two-button model or 
three-button "Ivy" model . . . about 
$32.50. 

Slacks. 
At, better ren everwhere, or write fer 


Samuel E. Schlein, Inc. 


“the new forward look” 
130 Fifih Avenue, New York 


and that this crappy stream of conscious- 
mes writing got started because some 
body invented the typewriter and the 
writers let their fingers run away with 
the 

1 think we ought to get rid of all 
this modern stuff. Let's make the com 
posers learn to play the Ime belore 
they can ge з and have all 
the writers do their stuff in heroic 
couplets like this: 


Paine snapshots Wh 
this leave us? 
and other great poetry like that. 
Down with all this modern junk that 


takes thinking to understand, Viva Mr 
igh! Hooray & n Rockwell! 
пор! 


Albuquerque, N. M. 


ENTION CARTOON 

Yesterday 1 listened to the Demo 
National Convention chome our 
next vice president. Ohio was regularly 
unable to get all their delegates there to 
vote. That seemed m tamil 
Then I remembered and flipped to the 
cartoon om page 27 of the August issue 
Sure enough, it was Ohio. 

Are your car 
they can p 
should spend ther time playi 
Stock market and the horses. 

Or did you frame it to work out that 
was? Tm sure that any one of your Play 

es could have accomplished that vere 
easily. 


Robert S. Shrape 
Sacramento, California 


THE EKBERG BRONZE 
It gave me а real pleasure to sce in 
rravsov the beautifully reproduced pic 
tures of the statue of Anita Ekberg by 
Joseph Dobr The statue was ex 
hibited in my gallery for a good length 
of time and thousands of people came to. 
see and admire it 
ephen Silagy 
Gallery of Modem Art 
Beverly Hills, California 


Re Sepy Dob 
wow! 


i's bronze of Ekberg: 


Victor N. Murray. JE 
Philadelphia, Pennsyh 


When a first is forthcoming, rtAvnov 
will come forth first. 

The pictures for the Anita Ekberg 
statue have caused a major art renais- 
sance here at the University of Florida, 

Bert Grandoff 
University of Florida 
Gainesville, Florida 


For a man to make such an ugly rep- 
resentation of such a beautiful woman 
as Sepy Dobranyi did ol Anita Ekberg 
is an insult to art and to the lovely 


acres. Perhaps that is the best he can 


IMPORTED 
english chamois 


Nature's Softest Leather 
Crafted Into This Deluxe 


An ation ai. ne 


E Tory" Natura 
per hat I 
ith nae 
Tone, dore 
ЕЯ 
Morte ieee 3646 1 Op Ar tirans 
re tee, бар Katara ouor, 


$4500 
More oar sporeveer tn our 1957 
ae Yours on теген. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed 


eg 


ATTACHE CASE 


Continental style attache case so popu- 
lar today on Madison Avenue, Cor 
structed of hard-wearing, scuf-resitant 
Mustang Taler? Saddle stitching, 
brass fish hardware, and deluxe м 
wich type handle, Combines luxury 
appearance with rugged durability 
eal for overnight ot weekend tips, 
to held personal necessities, til 

plus business papers Size 177 x 11477 


Ж 344". $99 includes Federal Tax. 
Shipped prepaid 
Purchases тшу be charged to your Dine 


Ci or Esquire Club account. 


GIFT WORLD 


Weite dor Free Holiday Git Cala 


do. If so, he should stick to the gro- 
tesque school of distorted modern art 
where arty descriptions and emotional 
terpretations can make up for poor 
craftsmanship, 
J. w. Neidhart (Sculptor) 
Monroeville, Pennsylvania 


Sepy Dobronyi’s Ekberg bronze is an 
bsurdicy; Anita should sue him lor 
dam: would do well 
lo contemplate the perfection of Mi 
chelangelo’s David and try again 
Harold R. McKee 
Plymouth, 


i. Mr, Dobro 


As a SIF ann 
NBG station h 


uncer and DJ at the 
ve in Trenton, I should 


like to Mr. Херу Dobronyi 
» the Chief of Monitor 
Weckend Announcers." Any guy who 


his the diction, ad-libbing dexterity and. 
glibnes which he must have displayed 
swaying Miss Ekberg to pose for him. 
but definitely NBC material! 
Truly, n von is the “hippest” and 
1 dig it the I'm looking for 
ward to the ner Jazz Poll. 
Dave Edwards 
Station WITM 


‘Trenton, New Jersey 


AU right, all right. So we had Anita 
Ekberg in the nude. Why not Anthony 
Steel in a Gstring for the distal side? 
We've seen what Anita has-now Td like 
to find out about Tony! 
(Miss) Carol B. Mont; 
New York, New York 


very 


Couldn't help but compare Mr. Eve 
lyn Waugk's fine article in your A 
issue with the pictorial feature om fig: 
ure studies vs. the finished sculpture of 
Anita Ekber 


Mr. Waugh states, “That invention 
(the camera) certainly failed in the 
claims originally made for it. Tt has 


been an humble assistant to the arts 


A comparison of the standing 
study ol Miss Fkbe 
it evidently inspired. leads us 10 cry, 
Viva |, 


figure 
g with the sculpture 


С qe E 


El Pas, 


Reed, Jr 


ART ISSUE, 
Tam a sculptor and photographs of my 
work in varim 


magazines, but never in зо stimulating 
a photo as that of Miss August. Jonnie 


Nicely 
appear 
table 


A minor work in 
slightly coppe 
in the picture where Jon 
reading Variety. It is called 
К (abe, “pregnant” pi 

bulge on the lett). 

This was quite an issue for art, in a 
way, what with Waugh on painting and. 
Ekberg in bronze. May 1 predict the 
Ekberg nudes might become as popular 


as the Monroe calendar? 
Silverstein is great! Let's have more! 
Your covers continue distinctive, but 
оп the whole, rather uninteresting and 
not up to the high level of the interior of 
the magazine. The back cover this time 


was one of sour best, 1 thought, and your 
food and drink photography continues 
excellent. 
William Rotsler 
Camarillo, Cali 


DISGRUNTLED VIRGINS DEPT. 
1 ju 


old issue of your 


Angust, 1 
and I'm so mad 1 cox 


5 to be 

ld scream. No 
some of the few decent girls 
left have trouble, With the st 
put in the minds of men, we can’t blame 
them. 

Where does that slob Jules Archer, 
who calls himself a writer, get the nerve 
to write an article like Don't Hate Your 
elf in the Morning, and then you idiots 
print it 


A Virgin 
New York City, New York 


ON WOMEN AND WYLIE 
John MacC (Dear Playbo 
August) states he has never read any 
letters in the editor of women's 
He's right, be 
cause men don’t read the drivel and non- 
sense directed at the 
With the exception of the fashion mags 
women’s literature is geared to а 12:3. 


zines written by men. 


American woman, 


old mentality (even then, much escapes 
the average reader). PLAYRON, а maga 
zîne directed at the cosmopolitan adult 
really shocks them. IF these women 
really want their eyes to burn, they 


honid read some of Phillip Wylie. Why 
ide by 
writes with 


don’t vou print an a this ardent 


woman hater? He much 
more truth than fiction, 
gi-I have a 
I you 
Billie O'Doherty 
Detroit, Michigan 
obliges in this issue, but w 


Don't blow up yet 
it to talk 


Wylie 
doubt that he hates women—just some 
of the things they de. 


MAD 

1 was very pleased to see the cartoon 

by Jack Davis in the September issue. 1 

think he is one of the funniest artista in. 
1 hope you will o 

to use his work in your magazine 


the business ntimue 


Have 
vou looked over any of the work of other 


Mad artists, like Wally Wood and Bill 

Elder? They are all very excellent car 

toonists and 1 think they could add a Jot 
Henry Fineberg 

Youngstown, Ohi 

Jack Davis, Wally Wood and Bill 


Elder ore all bury helping us put to- 


gether a humor ma 


а 


Trump. 


TES FIFTH AVENUE, 


¡sezis asınd Ш aum PI 


xwı sma) б, Yea 


a lot 
to like 


filter 
flavor 
-flip-top box 


mm) ir 


every n good shape and you don't pay extra 


POPULAR. 
FILTER PRICE (MADE IN RICHMOND, VIRGINIA, FROM A NEW MARLBORO RECIPE! 


PLAYBOY AFTER 


Ко matter what you may have heard to 
the contrary, Australia has two sexes just 
like most other countries, It abo has 
mbats, wallabies, Koala bears Tay 
jackasses, kook: 


devils. laughi 


burra birds and Scotch overthebar at 
the Australian equivalent of 216 a slug. 
At current currency conversion rates 3 
bottle of 12-vear old costs 53.20; brandy. 
local but lovable, dents your money clip 
to the pleasant tune of two bucks a fifth, 


эз do gin and rum. We learned these 
things in the spirit of Dedicated Ме 
gathering information on Melbourne 


and environs — site of the XVI Olympiad. 
that runs, ber 
through December К 
Sportsmen to the ru 
10 get on with the G 
less wondered what sort of di 


sprints, from Noven 


dy core, anxie 
we neverthe 
15 and 
welin throws 
Well, firt of 


drinking goes on between 
the land down under 


Melbourne is not a village: last census 
pogod it at 1.600.000 souls. nolan 
Counting playpuses. Hottest spot in 
town seems to be Claridges (out on 
Toorak Road, South Yarra) where rough- 


Iy 5950 nets you а dozen chubl oysters, 


a Ivo pound T bone, salad, cheeses. col 
lee and dinner dancing. A bi 
Чг, local and soso, runs a dollar when 


brought to your table: native champagne 
abounds at two bucks a bonde. Don't 
be bashful about ordering some of the 


athome Aussie specialties River Murray 

wild duck, North Queensland 
mud crab. passionfruit (it's a berry, dad) 
and mangoes. The Hotel Oxford, onc 
of the better restaurants, features kan. 
garoo tail soup, rabbit Australian. all 
sorts of seafood air reighted in (rom the 
Great Barrier Reef and a delicious this 


year neat: Prawn 
и 
ту 
French a 
cach other 
the Venezia all le 


Olympie 
м don't flip over the native dishes, 
Mario's, where guests attack both 
TE and м 
The Imperial. the Ritz and 


touch. but aho sport kis 


Continental and Emglich-Americ 
hits on their Joliette’s pushes 
Dutch and Indonesian vite. while 
Weng Sheng uaturally favors the Chi 
пес. Mirka's is strictly French and 
even boasts an att gallery 

The best hotels in town (Menzi 
Federal, Australia, Oriental, Landon ef 
a.) will stick you about seven dollars a 
day for a decent room, but this includes 
a whopping breakfast that runs to fruit, 
broiled chops. any form of exes. deviled 
Kidneys, fish, sausages, cereal, tex or cof 
fee, and glass of bicarb. Ro 
whisks it all up to your bedside or you 


can take îr like a man in coat and tic in 
the dining room. (When geuing ready 
for the trip downstairs. don't plug your 


a wall socket unless vou 
ate yoursell, The Aus 
rent, so you'll need 


electric razor 


sie work 


a wand such) 
The pubs, you'll be shocked to hear 
at 6:00 PM. although 
ooch is served with meals at restaurants 


and hotel dining rooms 
uy a tired looking 
first drink 


is to the chel) when 


you've guzled vour WIL Hotel room 
service ordinarily quits at midnight 
sharp. but the ru all-night 


hell hopp. ing the 


a's newer beancries is the 
in the Somerset Hotel 
and Charlegate East 
an Easter Island idol 
The dimly it 
onest-to john 


One of Bost 
Polynesian Vil 


plete with wicker 
Liliuokelani's, 
monkespod 


South Sea huts con 
is just like Que 
bles hand hewa 


пот 
wood. headhunter's heads, sworda 
short, to 
the 


ers swords — everything, in 
ake you feel you've stumbled on 
Sandwich I 
and Cantonese кти 
balsized portions and we suggest yo 


sharpen your fangs on the Mushroom 


chow yuk. For the real epicure, of 
course, the meal would be meaningless 
without lichee nut salad with kumquats 


u might have guesied, the rum flows 

ic. and if you ever get her up to 
yalippin 
de like so 
1 ov. pineapple juice 
1 oz, lemon juice, 1 oz. lime juice, I on 
Hawaiian punch, 24 cup crushed icc: fil 
with seltzer and stir well, The bar opens 
at 4:00 PML, the dining room at 3:00: 
both bolt the doors at 2:00 next morning, 


like м 


iden a Fog Cutter 


114 oz. light п 


we and "The Under 
d might make socko titles for TV 
лагата, but to Washing 
set they represent the ultimate in di 
АЙ of them form a part of Espionage, 
a addition to D.C top eateries 
d in sedate Georgetown (2000 M 
Sweet NW). hub of the capital's old. 
Seven days a week 

nd 2:00 AM), 
mers to the nation’s top. 
(red velvet. 
Underground (rooftops 
1) and the Intrigue (black vel 


Vine social coterie 
(between 3:00 PM 
V'Espionage 


brass in the Diplomacy Roo 
walls), the 
Paris mur 


vet chairs, white drapes, crystal cham. 
Wie 


delier). For cocktails, theres the 
(chalkwhite walls crawling with Ch 
Addams cartoons) where the Ма 
and Manhattans come in individual 
tail shakers. Although the rooms seat 
always best 10 call for a reser 
head of time, especially il y 
want to get into the cubby hole of your 
choice, Menus are the same in all three. 


PLAYBOY 


@ 


610 N. FAIRBANKS CT, 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


presents 


t. 
. 


ARMSTRONG 


opens friday, november 2nd 


THE 
VAGABONDS 


opens friday, november 16th 


j 


FOR RESERVATIONS 


„ 


Giulieua Masina has very little to say 
in La Strada and even then speaks mostly 
with her incredibly expressive eyes. AS а 
pathetic simpleton, sold by her mother 


pes yet neveres he 


portrayal of innocence abr 
photographed on location, among the 
sleazy circuses and tawdry [airs of Italy, 
icly awkward, inten 
Chaplinesque excu 
t offers a 
stage for the sensitive Giulieta. Masi 
the tiny imbecile 
acter. 


the film is de 


Asa play, Tea and Sympathy suffered 

from muddy thinking: purportedly а 

drama about the pl «d rigi 

the non-conlormist (in this case 

suspected of hommes 

validated by the fact that he m 
like girls alter all. One got the Ic 

that the playwright, Robert Anders 

would. have considered the 

of the boy perfectly kosher 


he really 
had been a homosexual. The movie mud 
1 further by fastidi- 
ously stepping around the homosexual 
the alle bit of chore- 
ography we've seen in many а day. Some 
years ago. Hollywood filmed Lillian Hell- 
ans play about Lesbia 

dren's Hour, 
new conflict, Were we 
surgery over 

in Tea and 
y. The Broadway principals ve 
‘create their original roles: Deborah Kerr 
(pronounced Karr) does her м 
d-But-Warm-Hearted Lady 


dics the waters s 


wh 


Sympa 


N Briton in a bowler hat, w 

ig an umbrella: this 

is a clasic staple of farce. And if the 

Briton happens to be that acc 

farceur, David Niven, you are reasonably 

certain of a In 4 Silken Affair 
trays a GPA. who 

favor of one 


that of 
burst of 
ih his 


age. In 
we, he tinkers 
wealthy co 


dlerkly independ 


ledgers, с 


decline and a broken down on 
per, thus twitting the о 
finance and demonstrat 
ме is 


somethi 


Take a heroic scene of human activity 
Let a great artist paint it with the genius 
of human understanding and immense 
skill in his medium. Now, rea 
scene physically, with costumed acion, 
and have a crack commercial photogta 
pher take a picture of it. "The painting 
and the photograph will be recognizably 
of the same subject and each in its own 
way will be visually “true,” but one will 
be just a photo and the other will he a 
of art. Assume (if you're still with 
us) that the scene in question is the vast 
ol the Napoleonic wars, that 
stis Count Leo Tolstoy and the 
photographer the personification of Para 
mount Pictures with six million bucks to 
spend on the project and а pocketful of 
film stars to give it box office. ‘The result 
hing gorgeous to look at but vir 
Шу empty of meaning, ies the 208 


ny others pitch 
director King 

Vidor and the entire production us 
be proud ol the film's quality as spectac 
But where's Tolstoy? 


wr spectacle. 


¢ 


books 


If the photograph on the back of Fd- 
die Condon's Treasury of Jazz (Dial, $5) 
may be believed, co-editor Richard Geh- 
wan did all the work (using a Cutty Sark 
case as а desk), while Eddie sat around 
and of all things, milk, Jazz fact 
and jazz fiction by some mighty im 
sive people are offered here, and the prize 
picce, we think, is Charles Beaumont’s 
Black Country, the evocative story that 
roduced Beaumont to глуво 
September of 1954 and subse 
quently appeared in The Best [rom 
Iayboy, her viavuoy story — The 
King, by James Jones — has also been 
selected for this trcasury. Among 
ons: George Frazier, Le 
Good 
they say, 


other 
ard Feather, John Crosby, Ben 
тәп, Artie Shaw and others, 
too numerous to mention, 


“The love of mo 
the root of all evil. 
camel to go through the eye of 
declared Matthew, "than for a 
to enter the kingdom of God.” 
steals my purse steals trish 

e. And then there way Karl 
x, who described capital as "drip 
ping irom head to foot, from every pore 
with blood and dirt" Despite this bad 
pres from axgrinding critic, money 
has always been extremely popular with 
the public, The reasons, and some pro: 


“Who 


wrote 


LIKE TO COLLECT RECORDS? 
We've seen our share of record 
racks, but this one is so handsome, 
we just couldn't pass it up! 10 com. 
uren hold ош парвона, 
‘operas, ballets, blondes, brunettes 
and redheads, Of black wrought 
iron, it holds ever 200 albums in a 
ENE NI”. space. Please remit 
$095. Gh ch. collect) to 
Leslie Creations, Dept. 246P, Lalay 
ette Hill, Pi 


ce буа we 


mm 
loisceränn Ш 


‚Presents, 


MODERN JAZZ SHOW 
wih 
ж LURLEAN HUNTER 


ж PAT MORAN QUARTET 


tiker 
Vee al 


ALEX 


TE ere 


АО 


JOHNNY COSTA 


FAMOUS FOR 
ROAST BEEF » STEAKS + BARBECUED RIBS 


f y m 
EMBERS 
ot = 
ONNER From $30 PM. * OPEN TO 4 AM 
161 E.S4"-NYC + PL 9.3228 


vocative pro 
make up Robert L. 
The Quest for Wealth (Simon & Schus 
ter. $3). The subtitle is A Study of Ae 
quisitive Man, and it's must reading for 
all fellows answering the description, 


Tightlipped businessmen seem to go 
all limp and talkative whenever an edi- 
vor of Fortune 
ining оп this talent for i 
spective and nostalgie 
places, the 1 
proud in compiling a study of The 
Executive Life (Doubleday, $850). In 
Ay titled How to Be- 
соте an Executive or How to Treat Vice 
Presidents, the writers reflect the modern 
executives 
a sort of u 
nounced w 
mercial "salvation" (ie. success). 
non-executive reader may gloat over such 
chapters as How lo Fire an Executive 
Executives Crack Up. Henry 


єз into view, Ca 
ucing intro 


chapters reas 


chore: he piled the 
niture outside his office with a neatly ler- 
tered “You're fired! 


“Love, pizza, a bottle of vino and the 
view of the Bay of Naples — what 
was there in lile?” Les Girls by Con 
stance — Tomi (Atlantic Little, 
Brown, 5395) espouses this healthy he- 
donism until you begin to wonder— what 
The nonfiction account 

ise in the years just be 
fore World War Ш from minor-league 
British show girl to a job with the fabu. 
Folies is a hooler's dream. As une 

girl, the next and highest step on the 

ng Basil 


Neville 
< Marios, Ferdi 
Riccardos, Renatos, Vitorios, 
Italy. The only ones 
the girls didn't have to guard а 
were the guys in the male chorus 

1 in each other than they 


ig. MGM, by the 
a Cole Porter version. 
„ Garon and Gene Kelly 


very spies 
with Ch. 


Rowan The Loving Couple 
(Crowell, $350) is a double-ended 
hatchet job on the commuting upper: 

k City —as if that 
Y been clobbered and 
seeted enor y. 
because you can. 
Tead it from either end, one half giving 
you his side y and the other 
hers. Their story concerns a day that 
starts with a fierce quarrel and 
ends with a ro onciliaion. In 
the time between they are separately ex- 


crust near New Yo 


the st 


NOVEMBER Sth то 21st 


DUKE 


Ellington 


NORM AMADIO 
and his quintet 


BinprAND 


52nd ST. and BROADWAY 
дип 6-7333 


‘THE IAZL CORNER OF THE WORLD 


LINN BURTON Presents 
AL MORGAN 
In Person 
STEAK HOUSE 


THAN. Rush 


ф=———— 


PHONE: WN zs 
106 E WALTON PLACE, 
PRE occu TYE 


“Hebel Mercer is 

perhoa the шен. 

bender singer 

in America” 

RYKE 

A perect seting tor a night on the town in 

e Io, eneicnment amor 
ne EX WALTER, 


Mabel Mer 
your NOSE EDDIE NAMSHAW 


THE BYLINE 
STAURANT 


OF HORNI 
FOLK MUSIC 


` Z THE GATE 
2 


In Los Angeles 
"World's Greatest Dixieland 


на Sensational Trumpet 
* Harvey Paro * she 
bows, Clarinet Art Edwarda, 


400 CLUB 
3330 WEST BTH STREET 
LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 


n 


PLAYBOY 


posed to a frantic 200 of phonies, lushes, 
sex fiends, perverts, slobs, goons, crooks 


а double shot of holiday cheer en 
THE BEST FROM PLAYBOY * 
EE N F 


Patrick Dennis — which is ale 

туш) works 

and nets a good many, bm 

derisive rather than delightful an 

À mot quite as funny as its тешти to b 
perhaps и has become a literary cliché 

lo Lampoon suburbia's cliché lives 


pseudo. 
1 for Laughs all the way 
he book is 


aldwell, Ве 1 
plus a whole host of other entertaining 
ures. Or 

several extras as g 


both for your library plas 


Dispensing entirely with any criticism 
of Write Me A Porm, Baby (Little 
Brown, $2.95). we will simply inform you 


3335 euch that H. Allen Smith, the sometime hı 
КҮ morist, has collected a swath of kiddie 
Sen check to writings that come pretty close to being 


PLAYBOY BOOK DEPARTMENT 


Chicago 11, I 


ers. Sample: (recollec 
on his first trip to û 
fied 


here was th 
and all these Tittle pigs. 
Vigs threw the 
chewing the buttons oll his vest 
other: (a youthful Dritisher's essay 
barnyard beast) “The cine is a mamma 
JC ba sis sid Nett. upper 
below ... Under the cow hangs the 
milk. Tt is arranged for milking. When 
people milk, the milk comes amd there is 
never am end to the supply. How the 

1 have not yet realized, but 
The cow has 


pig down and 


cow docs 
it makes more and 


IF YOU LIKE YOUR 55 


2 air in the country.” Fresh illustrations 
by John Morris are included. 


records 


A TREASURY OF JAZZ PERFORMANCES EXCONPASSING EVERY ERA en 
ee | 


privilege, however, ot tone Voere] | Terra in Mod years, Wadda vink 
Bl Beer ee | изати BIETET. | | gene pink? Anyony, the Martians got 


фос, AFTER you re, serena: | | ® 

ive vance descritionnet | kS те wenes pais | | mad and Shorty knew it was up to him 
cert of TEN alltime Jars them, You are pot ever ob EL ir VEE fe backbrink, so now he comes up (in 
iier No obligation to gated to keep those you i 
Tuy another record. verl. ceive-erem alter youve he | tp the wick of the space-time continuum) 
Herd your chance ened to ther? 5 with Martians Come Back (Manic 


he fine art of jazz аз inte 
preted hy the erentent jazz. 
clan of our time right 
In your own home's. the 
Warm; flowing solos GE Sid. playing dieci 
ney Bechet, the eny, round "Rib Coupon NOW! gee ee | | new tunes with various combinations of 


fay pretty an astral LP as has pene 
our space helmet in a month of 
v». In this one, Shorty plays eight 


ing, 


done of dock tien or 
je driving improvisations o 
ше Parker, 

MoreThan 40% OMU muni Cost 
Mith your 10 FREE Jasz oies тч i - - ойып ticking away like а time bomb. 


ESE per 
ee se kan) 
Beer 

„„ жеу roy ше waa ар ш 


q from outer space, including his 


BE SMART 
BE COMFORTABLE 
WEAR A 


(BRIN-YA) 


The “Shirt of Sports” 

With the Sensational 
New Air Net Weave 
Here's an undershirt that really 


works-when you do, It plays wh 


you do, too--keeps you comfortable 
whatever the temp 
you do outdo 
layer of natural 
your skin, keeps outer clothing from 
sticking o ng, e 
moisture, keeps you cool when it's 
hot, warm when it's cold. Get yours 
today! 


ature, whatever 


Brynje” forms a 
xt to 


ps evapor 


Small, Medium, Large, Extra Large 


зне - $395 auch 
Matching Longies for men and 


women $4495. 


Attentior 


Department Stores, College 
taet Natlonal Representative М.А, 
McClure 301 FUN Ares М.Ү C. (or) 
write 10: Norwegian American Кайр 
NUI, Benninton, Vermont. 


about Love (Dolphin 270), and produces 
a provocative bit of listening. The back- 
ground is good, too, with batoneer Phil 
Moore using such top drawer tooters as 
Urbie Green and Don ЕШоц w 

alî some of the Wilso 
Standouts include Sugar 
Leave Me and a special ditty, Pali 
Alas Nothing on Me, with which, when 

Julie, we c 


cool 
nerated heat 
Dowt Ever 


only agree. 


other thi 
a superior per 
Te was waxed at 


a. recently 
and Garner was apparently so responsive 
to the audience's enthusiasm that he 

© them the works, By us it's 
де to be able to attend vicar 
this disc 


Here is the original 


full of Russian cor 
fi platter (Vanguard V lei, 
kovsky’s Capriccio Italien a 


Tchai 
1812 Over 
ture backed by Rimsky-Korsakor’s Ca 


riccio Espagnol — 
"The 1812 is, of cou 
the composer's own words 
and noisy” piece that emulates every 
thing from booming church bells to 
blasting cannon. 
most popular di 
chestral repertoire. is cut from the 
sweeping, lyrical mold: 
then reedy and rolling. 7 
Well, even the composer 


The Italien, one of the 


“it will be effective beca 
derful mel 
partly fro 


ol the won 
pick op, 


opening fan 
bugler of a 
Tehaikovsky’s hotel) 
takes a back seat to no 
ms the peasan 
de in the lovely Espa, 
the wild Easter Overture, full of 
trumpet shrieks 
в all, an exc 
ble LP, with n 
ng than a seven 
Iv 


ing more orbi 
chord to irk the cars of the 
naive. Mario Rossi and the V 
Opera bunch kick up their heels just fin 


of Phi 
pip of 

to take its place if not 
at Teast near, the names of Garner, 
nd Peterson. Certainly, in Here 
is Phineas (Atlantic 1235), the 23-year 
ist from Memphis, Tennessee, 


trates amazing technical wir 
tuosity, combined with a truly original 
talent. Phineas is still young, and is 


Hi-Fi on Low ee 


DO-IT-YOURSELF 
SPEAKER CABINET KITS 


retails for $ 
Torm for just 

Your Aristocrat cnckeure comes 
pre-cut partially anem bled. You pet 
‘ue, illustrated step-by-step instruce 
Bons, everything you need. 

Finish your Aristocrat cabin 
cherry, cordovan mabogany, wal 

iden cak, fruitwood or ebony. 
inishing Kits, $5. 


Build Your Speaker System 
One Economical Step at a Time 
Start with the Electro 
Voice Model SPIN со- 
axial loudepcnker — just 
E Sum. 
‘ep up you 


ME driver, BHD horn, 
ATSI level control o 
X825 crossover for mu 
‘mid-range response 
] Complete your integrate 
ed Electro-Voiee system 
by adding ой the above 
to your dene sponker. 
1 Youli hs 
му ей ys 
Hear the Difference, 
f Sen your tecno Voice dool- 
er TODAY! Use the Be 
Voice Speak 
Selecor to he 


Single speaker fo а mui 


Write for Bulletin 


L1 PROI 


ER 


ELECIRO-VOICE, INC. + BUCHANAN, MICHIGAN, 
open 13 oa 401 See, New York 16, USA 
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PLAYBOY CUFF LINKS 


NO JEWELRY COLLECTION IS COMPLETE WITHOUT A PAIR OF THESE 
DISTINCTIVE BLACK ENAMEL CUFF LINKS. PLAYBOY'S FAMILIAR 
RABBIT EMBLEM 19 ENGRAVED IN WHITE ON А BLACK METAL BASE 
HANDSOMELY BOXED, THEY SELL FOR $4.00 THE PAIR, POSTPAID. 
SEND YOUR CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TC- 


PLAYBOY CUFFLINKS, u 


JUPERION ST. CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS. 


© Mere are records that speak the very 
ae Tanguage of modern jazz... by artists who have 
o captured its spirit and translated it into a living 
y experience... on ABC-Poramoun full fidelity recordings. 
These arc albums that will endure as living expressions of our time. 


Just Released! 
А New Collector's Item 


KNOW YOUR JAZZ 

In how many ways can an 
instrument speak? Eleven 
contemporary greats of 
the trumpet, trombone, 
piano, =з, clarinet, vibra: 
phone, guitar, bass and 
dws display their e- 
pressive versatility in the 
rious styles of modern 
Tanz A truly exciting dis: 
play of instrumental 
artistry. 


[3 
m 


мс [3 
EVERGACENS MODERN JAZZ. TE GLORY DF LOVE 126 
Тепе Tre WITH DIKIELAND ROOTS cie end or 
Tier are lev pianists wo can pore туз, modem бү Parr 
JUR Pt guts and Sunbel on twin ached ra ns 
AN dne yea havent Am section Dine an ort: 
т eee dma orte A 
Күй ang oe Ring ower, але Ballad. 


All above Album Series are 12" LP recordings. 
$3.98 each at your record dealer, or order direct. 


Write for Free complete Jazz Catalog to Dept. PB 
ABC-PARAMOUNT 1501 Broadway * New York 36, N. v. 


sometimes restricted in tempo and feel 
but he is not only a тап to watch, 
e's also one you can get a lot of pleasure 
from hearing right here and now. Oscar 
Peuilord on bass and Kenny Clark on 
drums, plus Phineas’ own brother Calvin 

back him up plenty and solid 


ot like the blues, 
a member ol the 
in the maynov Jaze 
Poll and Saturday Review record critic 
‘are, like Cassius, lean dogs.” No lea 
dogs we, here's a whoop and a holler for 
The Boss of the Blues (Atlantic 1234) 
big Joe Turner ou il 
ing the miseries at you ' dock 
“Now you can take me, pretty mama” 
cies Joe on Cherry Red, "jump me in 
your Hollywood bed — eaglerock me 
baby, till my face turns cherry red.” On 
tap too, are such classic woe tunes 
Roll “Em Pete, Wee Baby Blues, How 
Long Blues and Piney Brown Blues, with 
Turner shouting to high heaven and 
guys like Joc Newman (trumpet), Pete 
Tel 

(trombone) adding to the general 
of unruficd agony. 


“Everybody likes Hampton Hawes" 
it says here on the liner, and Volume 
Thee, The Trio (Contem 
makes a yesman out of us. 
fine; we like him superfine here where 
he works with Red Mitchell on bass and 
Chuck Thompson on drums. Mostly 
they play familiar standards, which gi 
us the opportunity to pay close at 
то what they do with them, and the closer 
you attend the happier you feel. Colin’ 
the Blues and The 

vorites among the lesewellknown. 
bers: both are Hawes originals, 


Sermon are our fa 


Sports car zealots who weren't able to 
get down to the last Grand Prix race at 
should get a mighty 
wallop out of Sounds of Sebring (River 
side 5001), one of those tape-recorded-on- 
л in which you hear eve 
e Ferrari доочу its 
to the high-pitched voice of top. 
ma driver Juan Fangio just before 
he copped the Prix. In between, you 
hear several of the other speed merchant 
(including Porfirio Rubiros 
desperately hun 
other drivers, other cars, other cours 
Finally, there's a chilling verbal blast at 
the only Yank entry (Corvette) to ch 
lenge the flashy Jags, Aston Marti 
Porsche Spyders, etc. plus the hourly re 
ports on the J hour grind and whose саг 
is busting a cam on what hairpin curve. 
In all, its pretty damned hair-raising 
and quite a bit different than listening 
хо a ball game or tennis match. 


sounding 


wer) gassing about 


Mudge. AM-EW-SHORY. WAVE with Automatic Pieces 
A Symphony in derem moder des... 5 loudspeakers satura Walnut fh 


AM-FM ULTRA HIGH FIDELITY 
Music Instruments For The Home 


Musie that Ди... Here, trom Europe's t ufacturer of 

тй, are the most true-to-life, nl contained high деу unit available today 
With tbe magnificent Grundig Majestic, avery sound from every instrument or 
veles in at (he command of your Angeripe ihe low monna of an nilo взор, 
the rich, mellow tones of a violin, the soaring highs of the ite all ar 
reproduced with seing brilliance nd clarity. 


Вен of all, Grundig Majestic Hi-Fi is ready for concert hall performances 
immediately. No expensive, time-consuming installations, no complicated separate 
parts, but perfect lifelike sound reception from n Continental-crafted furniture 
piece that will enhance your home with its timeless beauty 


See, Hear the Incomparable Grandig-Majestic мен, 
from $39.95 to $1,495, at Better Stores, Everywhere. 


MAJESTIC INTERNATIONAL CORPORATION 
743 N. La Salle SL, Chicago 10, Illinois . 73 Washington St, Brooklyn 1, New York 


n 
[2/774 
Wen The ideal seeond set 


(Chace of Mahogany, 
Pastel Green, Ivory 


ana, 
ами SHORT WAVE 


‘loudspeakers, In ight 
Walut eatin orly. 


E Pep. 
La, Silk 
AM-EM-SHORT WAVE 
with Automatic Phongaph 


Лоев. Choice ol ight 
dark Vial cabinet 


(уйлен, 
AM-PM SHORT WAVE 
КГ 
Lr 
„„ 
e 


eee 
e wave 


E loudspeakers. Cabinet in 
Taunus Pumice fish 


му Maestre 
э Sunt Majeste 
Excel 


BEER жыны 
values. The tones completely en- 
cpu 
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What is YOUR 
HOLIDAY 


j 


vm... this is eating! The juiciest 
суз, applewood smoked, aromatk- 
golden Brown; боше. 


rote aver waf from smoldering 

Embers into every morsel! 

Best of all, no cookins= mo shopping! 

VV 

1e you ready 1o ilice amd serve. Just 
па your order: we do the rest! 


FORST . SMOKED TURKEY 


Whole smoked turkeys from 2 10 20 
Ts” ner wt. Ready to eat Price 51.75 Ib. 


FORST imis SMOKED HAM 


Net wi. from 10 to 18 Ibs. Ready to 
serve Price $1.50 


хез FORST PAK-0-SIX <> 


Perfect for gifts or entertaining! Six 
festive vacuuim-racked family ie cans 
zen one ol Forty Ihre famous 
moked Turkey delicacies: generous 
ices, all-purpose Hand 

NH ‘Aso one each of F 


| 
; 
} 
e 
| 
1 
4 
| 
i 


Nie tanks, smoked pork sau- 
Es smoked Wek 
Vf bor. ONLY 
Order ese Noroeste 
N бок АП lenis tema 
Шу pit wrapped, sipped 
real in US 
EER 
. 


usages 


We Font tesi Dior diet 

Mies, Sry vane wid US 
GET TES 
THO it Be) ы иләк. 


SIFT 5 


light, 
Unless а character (that's 
olent, there is no 
lating 10 case tha 
h a present is given or re 
"Cheers tor Lady Pam. say we. 
To help stamp out those annihilating 
moments er eben beady-cyed scouts 
been giving their all this Christmas 
tide to a search for the absolute End. 
glorious ише. You'll find Бус ult 
aculous merchandise 
like to due vou on wh 
special about the most tastet 
intervie 
Before we jump into it, however, 
‘occurs to us that giving is only half the 
del end half the fum. You may be 
to play Santa 
то you. what kind of a crop you're going 
to Take in Don't leave it to chance 
Take this isue of rLavnox. open it to 
the appropriate page. circle the enveted 
items m heavy black pencil and leave 
the issue flopped open (casually) on 
chair, table, couch et Avner does the rest. 
"The first thing that grabs your eye 
in the treasure trove from Santa's sick 
(p. 59) is, of cours. the mammoth Jap- 
anese temple bowl made of hand-hamı- 
mered bras. For those who repose in 
living quarters as elegant as the Pent 
house Apartment (rtwvmov, Sept, and 
Oct. 1956), the bowl can be p 
in three sizes: 367 (shown), 207 or 187 
to suit every need or taste. And speak- 
‘of apartments, or any spot whe 
civilized souls gather for guzi 
found the answer to “the ice has md. 
a handsome "roll out the 


ы 


antiqued walnut and trimmed in pol 
ished brass or steel. It comes in two 
sizes, 714 gallon or 15 gallon, ideal for 
dispensing 

For scooting around town 
find more Co 
debonair than the Lambretta m 
scooter: one gallon of gas rips you well 
wer 100 miles at a speed of 50 mph; 
Ws а cory ride lor two and as simple 
to operate as a bicycle. Ii you're a skier 
nark specialist or expert — you 
may have heard some Fancy tales 
about Head skis (no. they don't damp 
‘on your bean) and we're ready to verify 
cach one. Ther turn easier. bite better 
‚ эге a whiz in deep powder and 


dreds of ice cubes. 
and 


— 
= 
(= 
bu 
cul 
ca 
W 
oa 
bil 
= 
Lal 
sE 


give a 


sense of secu 
If fishing’s you 
has come up with а new outboard called 
the Lightwin, dne lip. 
equipped with a special fisherman's 
drive: a wedgeshaped skeg under the 
propeller which allows the motor to navi 


gate through gooey marsh graw and 
weeds, aver rocks and similar obstacles 
For muile minute water skiing or tooling 


across the bay in a fast runabout, Mer 
ашу has unleashed the world’s most 
in outboard, a 40 h.p. 
job dubbed the 
Mark 55. electric starter available, 
We predict 
сом, that snazzy, 


hound and/or 
warmth, try raccoon 
A suitcase may not sound unique to 
you, but we've found one over which 
Any lase would lip. Urs called the Pin 
wheel because of the design of its fi 
which are a series of velveelined, zip 
pered compartments for seeing shoes, 
plus an extra cubbyhole for stockings 
fr jewels. Its rawhide (the most ix 
iow) and smoke gray (he newest in lug 
sare colors, for men and women) 
"hoc who take pride im collec 
conversation pieces will drool over the 
id ype bell model telephone that func 
the receiver and ler it dangle: you'll hear 


your favorite program loud and clear 
И you have a couple of 20 20,000 cycle 
persecond bugs on tap, there's 


thats new in the height of fi 
those two Ampex amplifierspeaker com 
н rations on the bottom of p. 60, Cou 
phonic Tape 
Phonograph (aot shown), le 
ind system that reaches the 
ol Bdelity: the new stercop 
pes as well as the standard fulltrack 
rack tapes. The f 
ajig next to the 
new Pickering bophase spes 
reproduces the middle and his 
quencies with маніі 
tweeter in the center works on 
principle (ingle big diaphragm 
electrostatic held). A word 
n when giving any hi-fi equip- 
will match the ste 
tem it's meant to enhance; if you're not 
sure, play it sale and check with the 
owner of the rig, or pick up a couple ol 


| gan 


$20 аа 
We're waving the og. Colonial Amer 
lama overt af I federn er 


Er Me но 


MAINE 
LOBSTERS 


SCARSDALE SEA FOOD PRODUCTS 
Dept 18), SCARSDALE, NEW YORK 


GIVE THE MAN PLAYBOY 


2611 Bellevue Theatre Шр, Upper Montclair, N. J. 


new hif dises or tapes as an alternative 
gil And don't forget to look into the 
kaged rig for those 

nuts about tinkering with 
components: Columbia, Pilot, RCA, 
adig Majestic, Magnavox. ete, build 


o the top of p. 61: here's a 
whole boodle of bounty for the male 

nal. Any man-on-the-move is sure lo 
go for the Noreleo shaver that operates 
on dry-cell batteries (included in a mir 
rored box) or plugs into the cigarette 
lighter of his car. That scarf twisted 


1 the horse’ be worn by 
humans too) docs do y: one side's 
a warm. volt cash 
ix rich, colorh 

edi 


corduroy (King's Cord, Oct. 56) so you 
won't be too surprised 10 sce the good- 
looking Teather-winmed cond suit with 
ching sınall-peaked cap. The outht 
is real george lor campus or city sporting 
Skislope heroes or plain old roaring: 
fue. brandyswilling aficionados will dig 
the toggle buttoned. bright scarlet “sub. 
ban” coat, a Huck Skein Brand Yo 
by name. doublebrcasted, 100 


with Estron fiber 

(eddy new, veddy light. veddy warm), 

Comes equipped with a "Tuckawa 
но а hoed. 


‘even third) 
nbs are just 
he RCA model 


set. The totable Tom Thi 
the thing these days, and 


on p. 61 comes in red as well as other 
mood or decor. 

spot a husky selection of bottled 
‘our Christ 

for good rca. 


colors to match von 


ted а 
mas Gallery of Gifts, an 
son. It’s not that we 
hounds (er here). In 
ferments Mates, of which th 


of p. 6I. and this vear 
d packagiı ingenious and 
a wee part of 

wide range available reting 
а Shaver-Howard design of walnut slats 
amd wrought iron legs, complete with 
foot rest, whi atch 
ing har stools, 
There is no 


top and 


7 and if you 

always 
nt alicadyowned gear. Those 
who go in for color transparencies. two- 
or three D, will yet à whomp out ol ti 
Revere automatic sl 


Р 
II load of slides 
without the proud pappa moving а 
muscle. Or шу a bat d three D 


throws a 


Tv bi 


Viewmaster viewer which shows readily 


Say Молу Christmas 
Koma тил tom OOO. 


"Your tiende, busines onedele ond 
hoed ones wil se, Hoe tough” 


Fer? quero Wed Fonts COMS 
ir разора Fa nd Dec 


GIVE PLAYBOY FOR 
Cheistmas 
SEE PAGE 88 
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Nothing makes a woman 


feel more feminine 


2 


Nothing makes a man 
feel more masculine 


PERFUME BY 


SINN 


— 


able reels on literally. hundreds of 
subjects. Other fine gifts are the portable 


strobe lash attachment, the tiny but 
potent Minox camera, the super-fast 
Polaroid Land Camera for second 


prints. and a whole array of movie equip- 
Far to the vi 

three D camera. as simple to operate 

Brownie, but capable of snapping amaz 


is the Viewmaster 


ingly beautiful depth shots for mountin 


in reels At pictures center is the ulti 
a fitted. lined case 
ras (load one tor 
). a batch 
ough other par 
о keep the shutterbug happy 
Whitsun 


housing two Diax can 


color, the other black and whit 


and ¢ 


a man’s heart is through his gullet, bur 
it doesn’t follow that the corner super 
market can provide all the necessary edi- 
Мез. In this area, the wisest choice would 


be to dig out one of those off-beat, luxury 

food shops that specialize 

delicacies. Note page 62 
a hafi 


panion for dish is canned 


bottled fa 


Grand Marnier or Curacao 
and brandy. Accompanying an espreso 
machine should be several pounds of 
Medalio d'Oro or some other specially 
blended coffee. For the barren (or un- 
inspired) pantry shell 
sshoppers. quail с 
pagne jelly, artichoke 
imported French 
asparagus spears. Try g 


з basket of canned 
гез. snails, 


midget corn, chas 
bottoms and white 
edl 


salt shaker and pepper mill of vi 
grained walnut with brass 

an Osteriser 
under the sun: 
that weig 


ш everything 

а portable electric relrig 
Is. 

so immediately reveal 

On the 


i in at only 
There's nou 

ing o 

bottom of p. Û 


dass and caste as luggage 


ем 


cr colors are no longer considered 
aveler will spor 
matched cases in grays and blacks; note 


the Most: the hip 


the smoke gray rawhide twosuiter with 
sali 


extra room for the black calf toilet case 


Inside, there's 


КҮҮ 
Additio 
be crammed imo th 
bag, that hoary reprobate tros 


d lor wet washcloth or razor 


al gear (shoes, sweate 


sucde due 


days but here 
call trim. 
ables (strong waters or strong documents) 
take along a Yale traveling lock 


y closet shut against m 


one up with sinart black 
And if you travel with valu 


lamps 


id 


or marauder: 
Un 
und. 


a dismal square when choosin 


nately, many a gent who's a 


in evers other department proves 
his lady's 
а on p. 63 for some 


the selecti 
stuff to make the drcamboat dream sweet 


ms of her dren I she’s a 


sweater girl, there're a couple of jeweled 
and embroidered evening cashmeres for 
her гө don with velvet fireside pants. Or 
шу the thick knit white coat dress that 
can be worn belted as а dress, or thrown 
er a skirt and blouse as a 

coat. If she 
gest that oazy beaver beret in a pinwheel 


pattern of pastel dyed skins, or perhaps 
1. Miller's cannily-designed changeable 
heel pump (with a flick, ber heel change 


fashion as well as function, becomes a 


charming accessory to her costume). il 


she’s the career type, the popular attaché 
case for men has been redesigned f 
her, smaller. slimmer, in red call or black 
patent leather. И she's a party girl, olle 
the Lil Red Riding Ho 
cape, lined with goldembroidesed sari 
and lovely 
Or. if she has a closettul of furs, 


silk-Iuxurion for evening 


loves or 
the rhinestone studded wrist length 
might prove the missing link for her 
holiday affairs 
fancies, a pretty m 
coat should turn the 
Elegant 
wardrobe are 


the elbow length white kid 


M she goes for frills and 
igoe or pastel petti 

ich 

c to perk up he 
bered at the bottom of 
p. 63, and we've stationed Leo in their 
midst to stand guard 
doir. И you'd rather do the job yourself 
it's hard to miss with a fabulous fagon 
of pertume 
(and you should know what it is). its 
maker will have a gaily wrapped Chris 
mas package waiting. An added feature 
this year, available with Lanvin Arpége 

is an atomizer th 

onto the bottle itsell, Fo 
may be country-hound, we think she'll 
ip over Capczio's new corduray boot 
it’s great with slacks or shorty and ix 


grace her bou 


Whatever her favorite scent 


waranteed to be the sensation of the 
ski lodge this season. But if yo 
jim to dazzle her, load her up with 
gen wine jooks, Almost 


really 


bound to endear: the elegant ermine 
mull or the golden sari stole 
Merchandise in the Gallery of Gifts is 
Shown through the courtesy of these 
stores: Abercrombie & Fitch: Alston 
Anderson Marine Sports; Bonwit Teller; 
Bordclons: Iramwn's; Steven Brody 
Brooks Brothers; Canon, Pirie, Scott К 
Co; L Miller; Iwan Ries & Co Main 
Street Book Store; Marshall Field k Co. 


Charles Mosel; MusiGratt; Olivetti; N. H. 
Rosenthal Furs; Standard Photo Supply 
Solomon Liquors: Stop & Shop; Robbin 
Sporting Goods: Frank Ryan, 
K Moeller; Voice & Vision: Von Lengerke 
k Antoine; Wilt Leather Goods 

For further information on where to 
purchase any of the merchandise shown, 
ne Playboy Reader Service, 11 E 
Superior St, Chicago 11, Ilinois. 
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ONE RVENING in 1959 the doorbell rang- 

Frank and Sylvia Gusset had just set 
Hed down to watch television. Frank 
put his ginandaonic on the table and 
stood. He walked into the hall and 
opened the door. 

lt was a woman 

"Good evening.” she said. "I repre- 
sent the Exchange 

"The Exchange?” Frank smiled po- 
шеу. 

"Yes," suid the woman. "We're begin- 
ning an experimental program in this 
neighborhood. Аз to our vice" 

Their service wis a venerable one. 
Frank gaped. 

“Are you serious?” he asked. 

“Perfectly,” the woman said. 

“But . . . good Lord, you can't 
come to our very houses and — and — 
that's against the law! I can have you 
arrested! 

“Oh, you wouldn't want to do thet 
said the woman. She absorbed blouse 
enhancing ай. 

“Oh, wouldn't I said Frank and 
dosed the door in her face. 

He stood there breathing hard. Out- 
side, he heard the sound of the woman's 
spike heels clacking down the porch 
steps and fading off. 


fiction 


unbelievable,” he said. 
Sylvia looked up from the television 
set "What i” she asked. 

He told her 

“What!” She rose from her chair, 
aghast 

They stood looking at each other a 
moment. Then Sylvia strode to the 
phone and picked up the receiver. She 
spun the dial and told the operator, "I 
want the police.” 

range business," said the police- 

man who arrived a few minutes later. 
range indeed,” mused Frank. 
Well, what are you going to do 
about it?" challenged Sylvia 
Not much we can do right off, 
ma'am.” explained the policeman. 
"Nothing to go on. 

“But my description" sid Frank. 

“We can't go around arresting every 
waman we sce in spike heels and a 
white blouse,” said the policeman. “If 
she comes back, you let us know. Prob- 
ably just a sorority prank, though." 

“Perhaps he's right.” said Frank when 
the patrol car had driven off. 

Sylvia replied, “Hed beter be” 


“Strangest thing happened last night” 


BY RICHARD MATHESON 


said Frank to Maxwell as they drove 
ло work. 

Maxwell snickered. "Yeah, she came 
to our house too,” he said, 

“She did?” Frank glanced over, star- 
ted, at his grinning neighbor. 

“Yeah,” said Maxwell. “Just my luck 
the old lady had to answer the door,” 

Frank stiffened. "We called the po: 
lice," he mid. 

"What for?” asked Maxwell. "Why 
fight ie" 

Frank's brow furrowed, "You mean 
you — don't think it was a sorority girl 
prank?" he asked. 

“Hell, no, man,” said Maxwell, “its 
for real.” 
I'm just a poor little 
dare ator whore; 

A wantsto-begood 
But misunderstood . . . 

"What on earth?” asked Frank. 

"Heard it at а stag party.” said Max- 
well. "Guess this isn't the first town 
they've hit” 

"Good Lord,” muttered Frank, blanch- 
ing. 

“Why not?” asked Maxwell, "It wa 
just a matter of time, Why should they 
Jet all that home trade go to waste?” 

(continued on page 42) 
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“Well, yes, it's ine 
go so far as to s 


sive — but I don't think I'd 


w can't go wrong on it” 


article BY PHILIP WYLIE 


THE ABDICATING MALE 


and how the gray flannel mind 


exploits him through his women 


текә m AN in che gray flannel 
fit habitat, Madison Avenue. His elt 
fannd habit is presumed to 
mean he is conservative, diver but cage 
Teven cautious. Before he OKs a cum. 
paiga he wil consult every authoritative 
ше rom poll to encyclopsediar and 
every sachem {rem роуд to Ы 
Shou die to the White House. 
Yet it i an insuficientlyexplored fact 
that this gentlemen's pitch (watever the 
на) is all emotional: а vai 
c 
under ihe famnel jacket, beneath thc 
buondown white collar, Countess 
Mara Ше and monogrammed. Brooks 
Brothers shire something o going on that 
may be deser but is cally not con: 
seate or сару, Fis tailor made unt 
for blends innocently with а thousand 
others and his expresion i all dead 
pan (he sort that implies he died 
happy); but his heart i wrung with 
yearning and pumpe his blood at the 
temperature of aci. For he is one o 
that breed of Americans who can hardly 
think of anything even the marke fr 
roller bearings without conjuring up 
that aspect of humanity which, Frew 
called libido and said was normal, but 


grandma called hust and counted among. 
the deadly sins. 

You doubt that? Think back to the 
national advertising campaign for a 


brand of just such beatings — extremely 
useful to reduce the friction in wheels. 
You will recall a fullcolor picture of a 
freight car that was being pulled by 
three Home lawes = lovely locks were 
carefully arranged, blouses making it 
plain that they were, indeed, lasses, and 
in shorts, 100 — зо nobody could mistake 
their feminity or йз appeal. 

Few girls, if any, in sports clothes (and 
ап apparently comehither, or sporty 
mood) have pulled freight cars with a 
торе— even cars equipped with particu- 
Jarly fine roller bearings. But reality did 
not prevent the Madison Avenue boys 
from perceiving that, if you want 10 
raw the attention of roller-bearing- 
buyers (men, mostly) a picture of a trio 
of handsome ladies will serve far better 
than that of the steel eylinder which is 
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the product being sold. 

In the case of whetting a beer appe- 
tite, not three, but six Miss Rheingolds 
annually give America’s men and boys a 
taunting opportunity to study each doll 
at their leisure and wonder (don't you?) 
which one would make the best date, 
bed mate, weekend pal, tavern compan- 
ion — ог even wil 

Since the Madison Avenue magicians 
have discovered they can sell products 
as disparate as roller bearings and beer 
by stimulating à quantum of lust —1 
mean libido — amongst males, it's only 
natural they should employ the same 
means as an attention-compelter for any- 
thing. So be prepared to see the manu- 
ишге who has spent years showing his. 
belt-conveyers carrying coal, rock or 
partially assembled machinery over hill 
and dale, change his motif (at the sug- 
gestion of Madison Avenue) and reveal 
to us in what gorgeous postures, alluring 
othes and enticing semiclothes those 
same belts can carry loveliness — even 
wantonness— from the factory to your 
libidinous (1 mean, normal) doorstep 

Sex, the gray flannel fellowship has 
long since discovered, has a colossal ad- 
vantage over other lure-means (such as 
health, prestige, fear of dying without 
insurace, and the like): sex works both 
ways. You can seize the rapt attention 
of the female as well as the male by a 
ден sales pitch that has sex connotations. 
For (to paraphrase Byron) love (а sub- 
jective state definitely related to sex) 
may be the most important item in а 
man's life; but it is woman's whole exist- 
еше. Thus, in pitching to the female, a 
Madison Avenue huckster can go all out. 

Bot with a difference, a vast and im- 
portant difference which has horrible 
implications for both sexes, with some 
pretty horrible effects already showing. 
For, in pitching to men, he simply em- 
ploys the old-time, live pitchman’s stand. 
ard ploy —attract attention by some ob- 
vious means, then switch that attention, 
at the psychological moment, to some- 
thing else. To sell a typewriter, show a. 
man the picture of a gorgeous girl in a 
3800 dress (that will stop his eye) and 
then, when you've got him looking her 
‘over from the top down hell see she's 
using your brand of writing engine. (He 
may even feel, through some selthypno- 
tizing projection, that И he has your 
typewriter he'll have this girl for a secre- 
tary and that if he's good enough for 
that, he's good enough to have her, too) 
But in pitching to a woman, the op. 
posite technique is employed: you don't 
try to con her into thinking she's really 
' hell of a fine female. What you do is 
tell her she's a hopeless mess—and de- 
serves to be, unless she uses your prod 
ча. 

If you read ads addressed to the Am 
Кап woman you'll soon realize that, in 


the aggregate, they indicate that any 
product, if purchased and used by her, 
will attract platoons of romantic men 
complete with eye patches, commander- 
type beards, wooden legs and other 
seductive stigmata. 

The fannelclad magicians of what 
used to be called it and is now fashion- 
ably called id, keep telling (and show- 
ing) America's belledames that The 
Product (be it silverware or paper tissue) 
is just what the non magnetic lass must 
huy to rise to the envied comehither 
das. That is, to play pitchman to pretty 
people, you assert, imply or reveal in the 
artwork, that every standard lam is 
doomed to be mural foliage, a probable 
spinster, and even if she somehow mar: 
ries, un unsatisfactory wife unless she 
roars out forthwith and buys an assort 
ment of what? A dozen soaps, four or 
five hair rinses, sundry hair-conditioners 
(lor dry. oily, excelsiortype, streaked, 
brittle and other hair) along with a cer- 
tain bathing suit, а particular bobby pin, 
about eight underarm deodorant sprays, 
salves and poultices, six shampoos, four 
er five bad breath eliminating mouth 
washes and toothpastes, as many hand lo- 
tions, countless antiseptics, and the like. 

To be noticed at all (let alone be 
dragged to the country dub shrubbery or 
the altar) she will have to smoke this or 
that cigarette, drink gin of a certain 
brand and also drink wine, beer, apple- 
jack, cognac, cherry brandy, champagne, 
whiskey, and vodka — for sure. Her suc 
‘cess further will depend upon reducing 
and enhancing garments of various sorts 
and giving male prospects a present of a 
particular razor blade. If she is fresh out 
ol a certain brand of breakfast food ас 
cording to an ad I saw a while back) girls 
with betterstocked pantries will go 
around asking. "Did you lose а cave 
man?” She needs one particular under 
arm deodorant to “land a Marine” even 
though, till these sucatinhibitors came 
from the labs, the Marines did their own 
landing. 

Thats nothing. How our salesstag, 
gered lass makes out will also depend 
en the kind of stuf she uses to wash wi 
dows, on the brand of chemical she uses 
хо unclog the toilet, on the kind of mus- 
tard she serves her man, on her eyewash, 
shoe polish, laxative, clay pack, soda 
рор — and even more on the pain killer 
she uses during those “trying times.” In 
deed, were Lan innocent girl faced with 
the confusion of trying to decide in the 
wen hunt whether to spray my armpits, 
grease them, bugbomb them, or put 
chemically -impregnated pads under 
them, 1 might develop an anxiety neu- 
rosis—or decide to abandon this hard 
world and take the veil. 

Whether or not a lady uses natural 
gos is vital, the gas people say. What she 
[puts on her coms is crucial. The right 
brand of four may пай him down, the 


wrong kind alienate him. Her fumi 
тигез design is almost as much a deter- 
minant in love as her body design. If she 
fries in butter or lard when she ought to 
use Gresso, her hopeful will run for the 
nearest tavern; even her basal metabol 
ism is something he will evaluate along 
with her kisses, And if she gives him the 
wrong sort of сый links or pipe tobacco, 
she's done for. He's going to notice how 
she cares for her nylon how: exactly as 
he should watch his motor oil. She gets 
scratched ош of his Tittle black book for. 
having the wrong brand of deep (тст, 
and (the flannel-boys more than hint) а 
split-level ranch house and Cadillac 
not mere aphrodisiacs but the first links 
in the chain with chat ball on the other 
end of it 

You think that’s all? 

Have you forgotten the advertisements 
for milady's garments = omer, inner, 
sports, nocturnal, et al, ad inj? Have 
you overlooked the matter of perfume? 

Perfume, alone, is a top ploy in Мап. 

A girl wearing "Who Cares?” 
or “You, Too" is out in front of one 
modestly moistened with “Ask Fir 


жап male is a sucker for wolf baits) 
Madison Avenue is only months —ma 
be days — from announcing the ultimate 
perfume for junior miss or hack-shaped 
dowager: "Rape Ме” 

‘Our advertising is aproaching the can- 
dor of popular songs in which anything 
and everything people dream, try, da, 
want to do (and maybe shouldn't) is de: 
scribed in lucid, not to say slavering de. 
wil And bear in mind and let me 
repeat — this suggestive ad copy is ad- 
dresed to the allegedly gentler, more 
moral, or virtuous sex, 

Why? 

The principal reason, of course, is that 
the ladies have the lucre, Economists, 
and statisticians 


and does more than 80% of America's 
buying. 

Right here something of a 
is necessary before we go on to my next 
point; permit me a capsule discourse оп 
the culpable role in all this of today's 
American male, whose sporadic and im- 
potent objections to the advertstic go- 
ings on are so puling as to constitute 
tacit acceptance, 

Y am among the thin red line of male 
diehards who go to their tailors and 
haberdashers alone. Мом other Ameri. 
сап men have so far regressed as to boast 
they have no taste whatsoever. In fact, 
at the risk of being thought a sissy by the. 
sissy majority 1 will add that 1 am one 
of that skimpy band of survivors of a 
lustier, nobler era who like to contem- 
plate and buy women's clothes and who 

(continued on poge 50) 


THE LOCK ON THE BARROOM DOOR 


chicago’s gaslight sets Ihe key in key clubs 


LATE ON A RECENT evening а slightly sailed the door. 
cocked citizen stood in bemused wonder. nk, d beside him. 
ment on Chicago's to no one in particular and wowe his without a key," he said 
Street. One by one an „ on way to the door. He tried it, but it "АВ?" said the citi with the 
Сай. > didn’t budge. Back at the curb again, he logic of the inebriated, “Guess 
lega merging on a scanned the building from which the en. well have to use your key, Lesh 
oden door near where the lush 
nding. Each newcomer produced 
in paint, or 
bellam of gay noise and the В, 


article BY JONATHAN RHOADES PHOTOGRAPHS BY MIKE SHEA 


п not a member.” 
"Member of what," asked the drunk, 
"the royal family? 
“No,” said the doorman and then, 
ride, “This is the Gaslight!” 
Like many another such den of joy 
and gladness operated nowadays by a 
canny avant garde amongst saloon keep- 
ers, the Gaslight is dedicated to the 
proposition that the surest way to lure a 
Ireespending crowd of imbibers is to go 
through the motions of locking them 
ont. This may be an odd way to do busi 
ness, but key clubs from San Diego to 
Boston are busy proving that outsiders 
locking in will move heaven and earth 
to become insiders looking out, and pay 


The Goslight Cub coptures the mood of the Gey Nin 
decorated with outhentic Ivncof-the-century Furnishings. Membership 


in eoch of its handsome rooms, 
by invitation only 


‘ond there ls olways о long моло list for the keys hot will open the Goslight's locked door. 


heavily for the privilege. 

Technically, key clubs are private 
clubs. Only members are privileged to 
convoy guests inside to sup ol the con- 
temporary mixture of Scotch and-Social 
Status. And how do you become a mem- 
ber? The best way is to be somebody. 
Or you can know somebody. Lacking 
these qualifications, you couldn't afford 
the prices anyway, and your frolic is the 
comer bar 

The current renaissance of key dubs 
(also known as bottle clubs, after-hours 
clubs or just plain clubs) seems to date 
from about four years ago, at a time 
when the liquid staff of life was being 


nationally neglected. In bars across the 


nd, the only jingle came from ice 

ice in the drinks of bored bar- 
tenders. It was on one of those bleak 
nights that a boniface, seated in the 
shadow of a silent cash register, said to 


"IE business 
ng to have to. 


his joinrs lone customer, 
doesn't pick up, Ta 
put a lock on the door. 
The customer, a thoughtful type, 
mulled this over, then brightened and 
said, “That might be a good idea.” 
Several months and а few adventures 
later, this perspicacious customer 
brought a grand new vista to the joys 
ol alcoholism. He opened a saloon of 
his own, just off Chicago's advertising 
district on the gaudy Near North Side, 


The waitresses at the Gaslight ore os beautiful as show- 
giris ond som more money: fips bring them up to $15,000 
© year. The pats ond the propositions come often, but 
the girl: know how to handle both. The costumes are ab- 
breviated, but not nearly so much ox those мот at a pri 
vate dub called the Chesterfield in Kansas City some years 
oge where, according to popular legend, the waitresses 
‘were nothing whatever but perl litle hats ond shoes, 


А Gaslight guest selects slices of cheese, ham and turkey 
for one of the mammoth sandwiches sold for 5¢ each; 
shrimps ond crabmeat ore also availble. Orly the finest 
liquors are served: 12-year-old Scotches and 7-year-old 
Bourbons; there ls no gin in the house but House of Lords 
с brimming TY ounces ond ой drinka, from beer 
to champagne, are $1.25 each. The bartenders ore phe- 
nomenal at remembering the favorite drinks of members, 
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called it the Gaslight Club and fur 
nished it in the mode of the high betten 
shoes and bustle era. But this was just 
window dressing. The Gaslight’s gimmick 
was the lock on the door. Its owner had 
locked up for business, first taking pains 
40 slip several hundred two-pronged 
Keys into the hands of the town's noted 
freespenders. When word got out that 
there was a private dub on Rush Street 
and an influential citizen might just 
barely have a chance of wangling a key 
ol his very ovn, the Gaslight was off and 
running. Now, three years and 5,800 
members later, the club is in the pleas- 
ant position of being able to turn down 


more customers than it accepts 

The first-timer at the Gaslight comes 
upon a scene of raucous delight in the 
mode of the Gibson Girl era. His smile 
may become а retrospective leer when 
he spots the statue of "Theodora, the ori- 
ginal lifesize marble bathing girl from 
Chicago's old Everleigh Club, the most 
gilded house of wickedness in the city's 
history. A Gaslight Club brochure asks 
members to esteem Theodora: “Possibly 
your grandfather, too, patted her for 
luck on his way upstairs.” 

Virtually all of the Gaslight’s accoutre- 
ments, like Theodora, predate the tur 
ol the century: the thick carpeting. the 


mauveandgold ceiling frieze; the gas- 
styled chandeliers; the marbletopped 
tables; the painting of a classic redhead, 
reclining nude and beguiling as she did 
75 years ago in the bar in the bonanza 
town of Leadville, Colorado, 

“The new member is apt to find the 
scantily dressed waitresses just as palat- 
able as the fine booze served at the Gas- 
light, for they look as though they had 
been interrupted very early in a dressing 

at a Champs Elysées salon. TI 
reses are used to. 
ing, leg pinching — all are taken in 
stride until a certain point, at which the 
key holder becomes an exkey holder. 


“The ultimate social error at the Gaslight 
is the pat or pinch aimed at the waitress 
carrying a loaded tray and thus unable 
to protect herself, This is automatic 
grounds for expulsion. 

Such occupational hazards are counter. 
balanced by occasional $10 and $20 ups. 
Bigger tips are welcomed, except when 
they come with an implicit message. Nor 
are all the messages implicit. One hippy 
blonde once was slipped a $100 bill by 
а conventioneer. Later she discovered a 
note rolled up in it — his hotel and room 
number. ‘The highest unsealed bid to 


date was a blunt verbal offer of $500, but 
easily the most complicated was a prop- 
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оеп, Wolter Kellin (right) ond Arthur Brown. 


in slips into her costume in the Goslight dressing room, then 
light girls, who lock more Eke members of o swork nightclub chorus hon. 


sies. Anno ond the others мой on tables, work in checkroom ond ot "26" toble, 
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la studying voice ond piono; her 


ering hours (4:00 P.M. lo 2.00 AM.) permit plenty 


of time for doytime sports (swimming, bowling, sking and skating) which she enjoys 


osition from an even half dozen investors. 
They offered their favorite tray-linging 
nymph $300 a week to park her black- 
mesh stockings in a nearby cooperative 
tment. "Can you imagine?" she 
demands, indignant. “Six of them! They 
know I only work five nights a week.” 
Another heavy cross toted by the wait- 
renes is the synthetic spirit of camara- 
derie foisted upon them by some 
members, who seek to accomplish over 
the long pull what the more blatant 
wolves seek to gain instanter with their 
folding money. Says one waitress: “They 
figure they're members of a private club 
and we're all jolly good fellows together 


Above, Gc 
to sing the club's 
the Drinking Clos 
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lebriien, o good ploce to gather column items 


PLAYBOY 


and why don't we get acquainted and 
tell dirty jokes and take it from there’ 

She remembers the night a trio of 
memberscome-lately introduced her to a 
silent lite man with a bland expression 
less face. "Charley here is the man wh 
did the research on Dr. Kinsey's book, 
said one of the neophytes. "| bet 
Charley knows more about sex than any- 
body in the world.” 

"Yes" said a second member of the 
group. "Say something sexy, Charley: 

"OK," drawled Charley. "Chapter 11. 
"To the accompaniment of a quartet of 
laughter, Charley reached out and 
whacked the waitress across the derriére. 
А few minutes later, the club had three 
less members. 

Complications like these have not kept 
the Gaslight from maintaining a long 

' list of applicants for jobs as 
standards have pro- 
duced a rare type of waitres-in addition 
wing gently curving legs and the 
bustlines of Madame Pompadour, the 
Gaslight’s ten girls have, among them. 
a masters degree in chemistry, a music 
degree from Juilliard School, and as 
sorted other intellectual and artistic 
qualifications. “They also have incomes 
ranging from $150 to $900 a week, de 
pending on whether the internal reve- 
пше agent is within earshot. The flow 
of gold is in tips; the salary is only 51 
a week. 

Mastermind of the Gaslight, who par- 

ей the glum boniface’s complaint — 
'm going to have to put a lock on the 
door” — into a $300,000 annual business, 
is Burton Browne, an advertising agency 
head by trade, He has lite to contem: 
plate today except the counting of 
money, so he reminisces about his grand 
design. 

Shortly after he'd heard the bar 
owners complaint, Browne had faced 
the tired old problem of how to enter- 
tain a visiting client. A picture had 
formed in his mind of a luxurious and 
lusty saloon specifically tailored for en- 
tertaining men. Browne opened the 
place—in his own office. But it was 
hardly luxurious: "In fact,” says Browne, 
between sips of 25yearold Scotch, "it 
was just 10 feet wide and 15 feet long.” 
Browne called his private dive the Sun- 
down Room, and distributed book 
matches advertising "The largest free 
‘Martini in the city.” Soon his cubicle 
was overrun with his clients and their 
clients. It occurred to Browne that a 
lot of people needed a Sundown Room, 
but a big Sundown Room. 

In the spring of 1953, he called to 
gether 15 friends and business associates, 
including two other advertising men, the 
publishers of two technical magazines, a 
manufacturer's representative, two law- 
yers and a 22ycarold onetime morie 
acres turned.accoont executive who had 


started adult Ше as a nun. The investors 
constituted themselves “the secret 16” 
and began to compile lists of their 
moneyed friends. To each, they sent a 
key and a note: “Here is your key to 
the most exclusive bar in the world. You 
‘cannot enter without your key! .. . The 
letter included a skilled sofesell (written 
by the advertising brains of the syndi- 
cate) extolling the club's decor and the 
quality of йз alcohol. On October 27, 
1953, the club's birth date, the door was 
keyed open with a frequency that fore- 
told success. Just six months later, on 
April 27, a flag was hoisted outside de- 
picting a birthday cake while а loud 
party roared inside. "Anybody can cele- 
brate a regular birthday.” Browne ex- 

ined. "We celebrate ours in the 
middle of the year.” And spurred to new 
fights of fancy by the success of the pre- 
mature birthday, the Gaslight now cele- 
brates Christmas and New Years in 
August (at which time giant candy canes 
grace its plain front). Since that early 
birthday, too, more flags have been added 
to the club's collection: the French u 
color honors the Gaslight’s French ver- 
mouth; the British flag pays homage to 
its House of Lords gin: a white cocktail 
glass superimposed on a field of blue 
honors that merriest of drinks, the 
Martini. And on days bearing no spe 
cial significance, the Jolly Roger is flown 
before the club: “It stands for the piracy 
of the owners,” says an embittered, key- 
less Gaslight competitor. “It's always 
ing, on the fagpole or in their hearts.” 

‘Titillated by such lighthearted pa- 
geantry, impressed by the idea of owning 
a special key, prospective members have 
ganged up on Browne and his cohorts 
over the brief years since opening day, 
quickly shooting the membership up to 
the present 3800. New members still 
are admitted, Browne explains соўу, 
"but only to maintain the delicate bal 
ance between the conviviality of a big 
crowd and the comfort of a small one.” 
Nominations must be made by members 
and passed upon by "the secret 16.” 
Highly influencial applicants find. them 
selves in posession of the two-pronged 
key as fast as the mails will сапу 
lowly influential applicants may wait 
weeks, months, or forever. 

Browne and his fellow desk jockeys 
vorned-barkeeps are quick to admit that 
the idea of a key club is not completely 
original, although they do claim thi 
they have heightened interest in this 
comparatively old art form and refined 
it here and there. One key club, known 
for some inexplicable reason as The Key 
Club preceded the Gaslight in Chicago, 
and some 15 others have followed. 
Among the more elegant are "The Wal- 
ton Walk, The Hucksters, The Noc 
turne, The Barclay, The Club Boyar, 
“The RadioTV Club. On a single recent 


weekend, three new key clubs locked 
up for business in Chicago. One of them, 
a successful restaurant, changed nothing 
except its door and its lock. 

To New York City usually goes the 
credit for originating the basic idea, but 
there it was for a very practical purpose, 
Socalled "boule clubs” opened duri 
the early days of the war to get around 
the city's 4:00 AM. doing law. A 
“member” paid for his own bottle of 

jor which supposedly was stored in a 
private locker. Early this year, Mayor 
Wagner's new police commissioner, a 
killjoy named Kennedy, raided the Gold- 
en Key on West 55th Street, bringing to 
эп unhappy end the happy day of one of 
Gotham’s bestknown boule clubs 

In Los Angeles, Swallys, behind a 
locked door in Boyle Heights, is a water- 
ing spot for brokers, lawyers and the 
City Hall crowd. Aldo's and the Barclay 
Kitchen in Hollywood turn away no- 
bodies, as does a spring called ‘The Key 
on The Pier at Santa Monica's Ocean 
Park. In the purer parts of local-option 
states like Oklahoma and ‘Texas, key 
dubs have sprouted like cactus flowers 
‘wherever the demand from thirsty citi 
zens existed. Even in soaking wet cities 
like New Orleans, where the flow of 
liquor never ceases, there are key clubs 
ter those who shun the mases in favor 
of private litle spots where one's secre- 
tary and one’s wife are not apt 10 be 
placed in unexpected juxtaposition. 

Trendexploiters as well as trend- 
starters, Browne and his band of beam- 
ing buccaneers are not unaware of this 
national demand for quasiexclusiveness 
Last month they opened а New York 
Gity version of the Gaslight on E. 56th 
Street. To avoid the long puritanical 
arm of Commissioner Kennedy, the New 
York Gaslight closes on the legal dead- 
line, seeks to attract the selective drinker 
rather than the late one. The New York 
operation on its remunerative мау, 
Browne has turned his gare toward Paris, 
“What Paris needs." he explains, "is a 
real American joint.” He is also casting 
covetous glances toward Milwaukee, 
Dallas, Houston, even Honolulu, where 
advertising clubs have asked him to set 
up Gaslights. Why do they come to 
fellow adman Browne? To Browne its 
obvious: "They distrust profesional 
saloon keepers, They understand the 
мау an advertising man thinks and talks. 
In this business of keeping customers 
ош you have to mean it. It's hard for 
the professionals to meon it!” 

Original thinker Browne, apparently 
єп route to becoming history's first 
Chainstore barkeep, means it. As a long. 
time advertising man, he knows a seller's 
market, and a solid gimmick, when he 
secs them. 


“ГИ be home Friday, dear. Yes . . . Sally gave me her love 
to convey to you 


ILUSIHATED ву zeng zen 


Ну me yon otd 
lately he had begun to feel his ag 
‘There'd been twinges, if you know what 
1 mean, 


Shushu, they called him in the Solo- 
mon Islands, probably from the sound. 
he made when diving, for they knew 

m well by sight. There was no mistak- 
ing that stump which was once a very 
fine tail fn. 

Ah, well, if the God who made the 
Great Waters was about to take him, 
there was nothing unworthy of a sperm 
whale in yielding to the One Being 
mightier than himself. Besides what had 
he to fear? In his heart, hed always 
been God-fearing despite his manifest 
immoralities. 

And it was always at this point that he 


took a big mouthful of plankton and spat 
it oot again. Cowwhales, indeed! He 
knew their trick, for he'd had enough of 
the litle beauties down there in the pale 
blue glades where the lovers went, even 
left em one or two calves just to remem- 
ber him by. 

But it had never been the real thing, 
never. There wasn't one of them for 
whom he'd have charged a school of 
Grampii or risked the red weeds in the 
Sargasso. 

There lay the single shadow in look- 
ing back down the long, long years, and 
it didn’t make it any better to feel that 
somewhere out there— maybe among 
the coral grottocs, maybe up im the 
froven waters — at this very moment die, 


ight be swimming and blowing 
and dreaming about her ideal bull. But 
if twinges meant anything. it was al- 
ready too late to do much more about 
it, so he'd just go up and bask a bit 
in the sun. 

Though the sea was like glas, it vas 
just as well he had that honorable 
growth of seaweed and barnacles round 
his tiny bright eyes, otherwise he might 
have been seriously inconvenienced by 
the irresponsibility of the flying fsh who 
‘would persist in landing on his head. 
He could remember the days when fiy- 
ing fish showed better judgment in thei 
leaps, more respect for others even if 
there was an albacore or two snapping 
at their tails 

Yes, hed certainly seen enough — in 


at long last, the old philanderer became— 


THE LOVER OF THE CORAL GLADE 


fiction BY ADRIAN CONAN DOYLE 
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fact, everything that was to be seen in 
the big seas, even in the far, far away 
where the lands came floating tall and 
white and silent across the midnight 
waters under a sun hanging sullen red 
in a midnight sky. 

It had been a mistake, that journey, 
for it was up there he'd lost half his 
tail to а pack of killer whales and been 
seriously annoyed by a narwhal, but, 
after all, youth must learn and ex 
perience is always expensive in the sea 

Well, he'd seen it all, so what if God 
was preparing to call him? He was a 
don'tcare whale and to show it he'd 
take just a little jump and incidentally 
shake ой some of those pertinacious 
crab ler. 

So Shushu jumped bis lile jump, 
straight up from the warm Pacific waters 
and straight down again, and the boom 
of it made the albatroses take to the 
air for five miles in n circle around that 
maelstrom of bursting spray 

And it was while he was sinking, а 
monstrous shadow in the clear blue, 
that he saw — Her, 

She was coming up to blow, no doubt 
about that, and never did a cow-whale 
come up more prettily from the depth 
of the sea. And her color! A pearl gray. 
He was round now to have a closer look 
What a back, smooth as rock! Her tail 
— he hardly dared to glance, it was too 
good to last, But look he must and did. 
Never in two hundred years had he 
seen such a taill Not even a blue shark 
could exceed the grace, the curving 
grace, of that wonderful waving thing 
shaped like a sea fan. 

She bad slowed, the busy, and as he 
caught her eye and they looked upon 
each other, it was then that Shushu 
knew that the search was ended, that at 
long last the philanderer of the ocean 
was become the lover of the coral glades- 
He had found bis dream. 

He took her down with him, not very 
deep, to his favorite place where the 
silver sands lay in a sifting violet fight 
and the мар born corals formed grottoes. 
and glades all shimmering with the brid- 
al jewels of the sea. And there they 
mated, there linked their hearts, strong 
unto death, with the love that is forged 
a hundred fathoms deep. 

‘Shushu's twinges had fled to the lim- 
bo of forgotten things. Once again, the 
spirit of his youth which he had ima- 
fined gone forever coursed so gaily 
through his fins that, at the slightest 
provocation, he leapt like a herring in 
the glad light of the sun or, rising from 
the deep like a stealthy mountain, he 
would blow his steam jet between a 
couple of peacefully sleeping dugongs 
just for the devilry of it 

"Then there were the days, the won 
derful blue days, spent drifting in search 
of squids for miles and miles over the 
endless plains of the middle deep in 


which the only movements were the 
passing of their own shadows across the 
azure sand and occasionally а thin 
smokelike swirl from the ocean bed 
where a polyp fed in vain before the 
rush of their twenty-foot jaws. 

But Shushu liked it best of all in the 
coral glades where he could lie at his 
ease, scratching his belly deliciously on 
the sagborns while his young bride 
worked off her surplus energy by stand- 
ing on her head so that the parrot fish 
could obligingly nibble off all unwanted 
boarders or gliding in and out of the 
columns and pinnacles where the sca 
ferns, waving like rose-pink feathers, 
seemed to sway in harmony to the beat 
of their own graceful tail 

Mouths passed. 

Side by side they ploughed the open 
seas after the schools of skipjack a 
‘Spanish mackerel heading northward in 
‘one of those migrations that are the 
mystic heart-pulses of Nature; then. off 
the Kapangamarangi islands, the schools 
broke with the monsoon and, in a mat- 
ter of hours, the ocean was as empty as 
the desert. 

The coral areas those teeming 
lardets of fsh bad been left far to 
the South, a strong swim of many days. 
Below, a thousand fathoms below, lay 
the larva peaks bristling up from the 
blackness of unplumbed depths. The 
place of the Terror, the place of the 
Demon, where none of all living crea- 
tures sive only the sperm whale — if he 
be strong and great of bean had 
hope to enter and return. 

Food they must have before they 
began the Long Swim, but how was it 
10 be obtained? She was heavy with 
Calf. which was the reason they'd fol 
owed the massed schools where feeding 
was easy. but now in the desolate wastes 
where the fish were few and fast it was 
a matter of agility or death by starva- 
tion. Down there, in the caverns of the 
submerged peaks, food was to be found. 
= but, as he knew instinctively, in her 
condition she could sustain neither the 
depth nor the fearsome struggle that 
must await them. 

In following the migration, Shusho 
had made his second mistake in two 
hundred years, and that was one 00 
many in the Gentleman's Agreement 
that. exists between God and sperm 
whales. 

So he eyed her with his bright iule 
eye and nuzled her a little so that she 
understood, and then, clearing his Jungs 
with а last blow, he went down into the 
deep to get her the food which would 
start them on their journey back to 
the coral groves, 

Down and down. Vertically down. 

‘The light had gone from the water — 
the green from the blue — the blue from. 
the purple — the purple from the deep 
нау. 


Down. 

Now everything was blacknes and, 
beneath its thick coating of muscles and 
blubber, Shushu's blood ran cold with. 
a more deadly chill than he had known 
even in the Arctic waters. 

And will he glided down. 

Blobs and plumes of light, vivid as 
Tittle green flames, streaked through the 
darknes on every side, but he heeded 
them not, intent on greater prey that 
would require all his vigor, all his 
strength, to master if he was to reach 
the surface again. 

A deeper blackness loomed before hi 
his flukes touched rock and he glided on 
into the gorges of the larva peaks. Here 
cd the Terror, the thing he sought. 

Nothing moved. The giant pinnacles, 
the beetling lips of precipices falling 
away into the bottom of the world, rose 
around hiin in awful stillness, His blood 
seemed to cease pumping as though fro. 
zen into ice and the pressure of (he 
midnight waters lay upon him with the 
silence of death. 

And then from a cavern there shot 
forth a long white arm. 

Te gripped hin round the body and, 
after it, come another and another, each. 
as thick as a barrel, writhing round his 
flukes = groping over his back — tearing 
at his head with gigantic suckers that 
sank into his fesh with a tiger's claws 
Through the darkness two luminous 
ejes, cold as moonlight, Hoated stealthily 
towards him as yard by yard, from out 
of the depth of the cavern, there slipped. 
а monstrous body, long and bulky as 
his own, but gleaming with a filmy pal- 
lor against the blackness of the abyss 

Exerting every ounce of his strength, 
the sperm whale rolled in the grip of 
the great tentacles and, propelling him- 
self backwards with his flukes, the two 
titans of the deep floated locked in a 
struggling mass above the precipice, 

"The body of the giant squid covered 
Shushu's head, the horny beak rending 
and gouging at his fesh until the sur 
rounding water grew darker still under 
a cloud of blood while the claws of the 
huge discs that were clamped to his body 
raked greedily into his veins. 

With a single snap, he bic through 


опе of the tentacles and then, plunging, 
forward, worked his jaws into the gela- 
tinous maw enveloping him. Too late 


а black fog of sepia veiled the awful 
eyes as the squid strove 10 shoot back- 
wards into its lair, but Shushu hung 
оп twisting and turning as though 
aught in а whirlpool until little by 
lite the foam of the final death throes 
melted into the abyss His teeth had 

met through the Terrors brain. 
“There was not а moment to be lost- 
Brute instinct told him that the air in 
his lungs was so perilously near to ex- 
(concluded on page 81) 


entertainment by Bernard Asbell 


Th MAN with the graying crew cut and 
mustache closed his eyes solemnly. He 
imagined the music, In his mind, he re- 
gulated its low. First a little faster, then, 
slower and then he set it right there. Just 
right. With a mental knob, it 
volume and brought in th 
macy of the voice of N 
‘There, thats just right. 
the way he wanted it. 


w^ Col 


3t was just 


KING COLE CUTS A BISCUIT 


“OK, lets go.” the man shouted, open. 

ing his eyes. “This is costing money.” 
Lee Gillette, aristsandrepertoire di- 

rector of Capitol Records, 

switched personalities, 

must perform frequently. A moment 

ago, he had been the sensitive, aesthetic 

creator, mentally translating a series of 

ink blobs into sound: now he was the 

whip cracking organizer with the tough 


task of making a bunch of men, wires 
and hardware turn these headsounds 
into romantic, tranquil, audible music. 
onpzenve: 180 seconds 
port between Nat "King" 
nameless record fan. (No, not mi 
You never aim a record at m 
Just at one) 
PLACE: Universal Recording Studios on 
Ontario Street off Michigan Avenu 


three dozen men grind out a session of song 
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"King" Cole glides up to а soulful high note during о lote- 
hour recording session while orchestra leoder Nelson Riddle 
commands the band with outstretched arms ond gets control 
тоот instructions over his earphones. Right: one of Riddle’ 
studio musicians blows tender trombone through his special 
concept of a perforated derby. Below: Capitol Records" direc- 
tor of artists ond repertoire, Lee Gillette, gives the come-on 
for more volume from the brosses оз sound engineer Bill Put- 
nom fiddles with a maze of diols. Center: Cole and Putnam, 
pooped at session's end, listen to о ploy-bock of the toke 
that will eventually oppeor ot record shops everywhere as on 
intimate rendezvous between "King" Cole ond one listener. 


Chicago, where more hit records are put 
to wax in a year than anywhere else in 
the country, 

там: 5:00 P.M., early in the day for a 
recording session, but the only sensible 
time for an artist playing a night dub 
schedule at the Chez Paree. (Now, а 
theatre schedule, that’s diferent. The 
session might take place at 11:00 Р.М. 
after the last show and run until, say. 

00 in the moming) 
"Lets ga“ Gillette commanded again 
and close to three dozen men responded, 
each caught up in the anxiety crackling 
through the atomsphere, in the cause of 
producing those 180 seconds of gentle 
romance. Gillette, in a darkened control 
room, looked through the double glass 
window which ran the length of it, down 

o a gleaming studio where 28 of these 
three dozen men formed an orchestra 
It was а most peculiar arrangement. Un- 
like the formal display of an orchestra 
on the sequined stage of a ballroom, 
they sat in a disarray of postures on fold- 
ing chairs, They wore, instead of the 
silken repetitiveness of dance band uni- 
forms, a jarring mixture of sport shirts 
and sleeveless sweaters, The deployment 
of men around the room, while strange, 
was systematic, heedful that this was not 
a ballroom but a recording studio where 
sound is god and sight is put out of 
mind, 

Just below the control room window, 
right under Gillette's nose, sat the blast 

y power of the band — the brases and 
reeds —clustered in à Ushape which 
‘opened on the center of the room. To 
his left sat the strings, in three rows. The 
second and third rows were raised off the 
Hoor and a structure resembling a small 
size bandshell fanned behind them. Tt 
was designed to bounce sound forward 
where thinskinned mikes leaned in to 
gather up the fragile offerings, A harp 
presided over the rear left corner of the. 


room, plinked by a spectacled man with 
a hard-working lace. The rhythm sec 
tion was disposed opposite the control 
room. A forbidding folding screen not 
only blocked its view of the strings and 
harp but effectively separated their 
sounds, the better to bc manipulated 
and balanced by the dials of the sound 
engineer. A tympanist, a drummer, then 
a bassist were backed against the rear 
wall, facing a guitarist whose back was 
to the control room. Then, oret to the 
right, the massive grand piano. 

Tn the middle of the Boor, command- 
ing this apparent chaos, was a wavy- 
haired, round-faced young man, Nelson 
Riddle, who had flown out from Holly- 
wood carly the day before. The sides ol 
his head were pressed together by a pair 
of earphones, which brought to him in 
an ordered relationship all the discon- 
nected sounds from the various sections 
strewn around the room. And over 
these instrumental sounds, his headset 
superimposed another — the voice of the 
man to whom he paid least attention of 
all. The owner of the voice occupied а 
Jie bandshell of his own, to che right 
of the control room. He swayed a paper 
cup of coffee perilously while his pained 
face emoted into an overhead mike. This. 
was Nat “King” Cole. 

He was trim and mobile like an ath 
lete, taller and darker than bis pictures 
suggest. A shortaleeved sport shirt em. 
phasized the boyish zest with which he 
handled the song. 

“ОК, lets tape what we got.” Gillette 
called through his mike in the control 
room. “Take it straight through from 
the top. We're going to roll this one.” 

Riddle, in the middle of the Boor, kept 
instructing the guitar man how a certain 
musical doodad in the introduction 
should sound. Then be raised his hands 
and repeated, “OK. from the top. 
They're going to roll i.” 


Gillette presed his mike button and 
announced, "Number 13990, Take On 


Riddle surveyed the sections, then 
looked down at his score, His hands 
came down, graceful but definite. From 


the left side of the control room, up 
near the ceiling, music gushed out, so 
closeup it seemed you could hear it 
breathe; so amplified, as to bring out all 
its minute details for examination. 

Tt sounded terrible. The tempo 
dragged. A-cluster of horns barged in, 
the gangling sounds in harmony but 
somehow unparalled. The harp plinked, 
too loud to be angelic. The bass 


sounds, rockbed foundation of the beat, 
were soft and squashy. The bass man 
ist, sure enough, were plodding 
ally at their instruments, hut 
Gillette's ears searched for their sound. 
and it was hardly there. Over this bed 
lam came the suedesurtace sounds of а 
familiar recording voice. Cole, master of 
the intimate song, was still developing 
his intimacy with this one — a procedure 
it never pays to rush. He sounded pre- 
occupied with its details, as with a busi 
ness problem. 
Сеце, unshaken, kept eyeing the 
clusters of musicians sprawled before 


him. He tossed cryptic observations at a 
chubby man with thick blonde hair 
seated beside him who ceaselessly fin- 
gered a panel of knobs and watched dial 
needles respond to the sounds. This 
was Bill Putnam, owner of Universal 
Studios and sound engineer on about 
one fth of all the nation's hit records. 
That's а remarkable statistic to ascribe 10 
a man so removed from the entertain- 
ment centers of New York and Holly 
wood. But his geographical location 
really helps explain his success. In each 
of the coastal capitals, the major record 
companies have their own studios, so re- 


cording is sliced wp into little portions 
among them. Putnam, on the other 
hand, waxes almost all the output of 
Mercury, a major firm quartered in Chi 
go: of Dot, a scaring platery in Ten- 
nesse and numerous small companies 
which irregularly and unpredictably 
break out with hits On top of this 
robust trade, he adds sessions for Capitol 
(this session for Cole was one) and for 
Decca, when their artists must meet re 
cording commitments while they're play- 
ing the Midwest where these companies 
have no studios. And irs the same for 
Coral, Cadence, M-G-M and most of the 
other substantial-sized labels, adding up 
to a whopping hunk of music. (Last 
year, Putnam escaped the pressure of the 
music business for a few days in Florida, 
Stopping at а roadside hash house there, 
he checked a juke box to see what was 
happening in the trade. ОГ 40 records, 
he had recorded 28) 

The moment the orchestra stopped, 
Gillette and Putnam were out of their 
chairs, heading for the studio. Gillette 
huddled with Riddle. Meanwhile, Put 


nam nudged the wind instruments’ mike 
slightly closer to the clarinets At the 
rhythm section he moved this mike three 


inches that way and that mike about a 
foot this way. Then Gillette called, 
Lets try it again” Putnam followed 
Gillette back into the control room and 
squatted before the dials. 

Gillette announced, “Number 13000, 
Take Two.” Their ears became alerted 
for sound again. What they heard was 
Riddle's muffled, off mike voice: “Listen 
trombones, four bars before H, change 
Afiat to G” Then Nat's voice, close 
and boomy: “Nelse, can we try that end 
again?” Riddle: "OK, two bars be 
fore Н” 

“Then Gillette reminded them: “We're 

(continued on page 75) 


THE HOLIDAY DINNER 


By Thomas Mario playboy’s food & drink editor 


a sumptuous spread for the merry months 


DURING THE COMING HOLIDAY season, апу 
polished young man surrounded by his 
sisters and his cousins and his aunts will 
still dutifully raise the old ivory-handled 
carving knife over the traditional tur- 
key and ask who wants the drumstick. 
But when the same guy wants to com 
panionize with a particular girl, when 

the time has come for cer 

o be intimately welded to- 
gether, he knows there must be a change 
in menu. He can hardly hope to raise 
his stock over the carcass of a big gob 


bler swimming in the same old giblet 


gravy the wench ate when she was five 


years old 

И he takes our advice, he'll introduce 
his lass to rıavnoy’s Holiday Dinner, 
featuring, as its main course, that new 

4 altogether charming indulgence, the 
Rock Cornish Game Hen. 

This infant member of the featherer 
Kingdom frst appeared seven years a 
оп a Connecticut farm owned by a Rus 
sian exile, Jacques Makowsky. In 1949 
Mr. and Mis. Makowsky set shout creat 


ing a new kind of poultry by crossing the 
Cornish Game Hen, a descendant of a 
м, fighting cock, with a strain ol 
Plymouth Rock chickens. The heavenly 
hybrid first sold to a select clientele, 
caught on in a popular w 

teses and pleasure pa 

bought and ate Rock C. 

Hens This year Jacques 

dle Wild Farm in Pomfret Center, Con- 
necticut, will produce two million of the 


small succulent birds. They will be eaten 
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on American Thanksgiving and Christ 
mas tables but in restaurants оп the 
Champs £lysées, in offers mess halls in 


Japan and at isolated trading posts 
Africa. 

When you sit down to a Rock Cornish 
Game Hen, you can look forward to rev- 
«іп in what ттлувоү considers one 
of the most ecstatic and heartfelt of all 
holiday pleasures — namely, eating 
around a bone. Unlike the plate of soft 
sliced turkey, each portion of Rock 
Cornish Game Hen comes to you as the 
carcass of a whole bird. When you face 
a small bird of this type you must re- 
member the one and only valid 
iple of etiquette: do what everybody 
else does, Eat with your fingers. 

If you're sitting across the table with 
your playmate, you'll both discover first 
of all that the Rock Cornish Game Hen 
isn't gamey; that is, it doesn't have the 
high flavor one encounters in pheasant, 
{grouse or quail. Old time sportsmen and 
hunters will mis this strong flavor and 
the delicate fragrance of incipient mold. 
thers will be delighted by the rich, 
hickeny” taste of the bird. Although 
its flavor is somewhat like chicken, it 
has an added richness perhaps closer to 
guinea hen than to anything ele. It 
doesn't have the occasional dryness or 
stringiness one may find in guinea hen. 
‘There's a special kind of tenderness in 
the Rock Cornish Game Hens, too. The 
meat doesn't slide off the bone like a 
piece of over-boiled fowl. As your teeth 
attack the bird from the wing tip to the 
alt, you'll notice a certain cordial frm- 
‘ness in the flesh that causes everybody 
the hone cult to be captivated with 
pleasure. Its like Kissing a girl You 
want her lips to yield but not turn to 
jello. 

We feel that a holiday dinner should 
be both new and traditional. The din- 
тет should be relatively easy to cook, to 
serve and to eat. It can't be too much of 
a snap, however, or it simply won't show 
any creative effort. The тийе sauce, for 
instance, in the menu coming up. re 
quires a certain effort and patience. If 
you want to avoid this effort, you сап 
substitute a French wine sauce put up 
in frozen form. But the product you buy 
will automatically deprive you of that 
strange luxurious bliss which every fel- 
low enjoys when he passes the sauce 
boat and says, "Its my own.” 

bene Holiday Dinner is obv 
ously not an inexpensive menu. Nor 
should it be one. For people of normal 
incomes it wont stretch the purse 
strings to the breaking point. Bot Christ- 
mas is coming, and all bands including 
the cook will not begrudge this oncea- 
year elegance. Here's the lineup: 


LAYmOY'S 1956 HOLIDAY INNER. 


Manhattansom-the-Rochs 
Caviar Oyster Canapes 


deed Spanish Melon with Line 

Roast Rock Cornish Game Hen, 
Truffle Seuce 

Quince Jelly 

Buttered Asparagus 

Chestnut Puree 

Red Burgundy 

Plum Pudding, Rum Sauce 

Black French Roost Coffee 

Salted Macadamia Nuts 

Assorted Liqueurs 


And here are the tasty details: 
“THE COCKTAIL 


Manhattanson-herocks are made in 
the usual way — with two parts rye, one 
part Italian vermouth and a dash of bit- 
ters. They should be twirled, not shaken, 
with ice. While the classicst will insist 
on rye, a fine Manhattan can also be 
‘made with bourbon. Old Grandad or 
Old Taylor make a magnificent holiday 
Manhattan. Pour them over ice cubes 
in Old Fashioned glasses. Place a stem 
cherry in each glass. 

Caviar oyster canapes are merely black 
caviar spread on small squares of but- 
tered toast or cocktail crackers, topped 
with а small oyster of tbe Bluepoint 
sire. Some very tiny wedges of lemon 
and sprigs of parsley are scattered be 
тееп the canapes. For this appetizer 
isn't necessary to use fresh Beluga caviar 
at $82 a pound. It is important, bow: 
ever. to buy a good grade of lightly 
salted black caviar. Don't buy the cheap- 
est, smallest, saltics grain. Don’t use the 
тей salmon caviar. "The canapcs must be 
biting cold when served. Be sure the 
toust is trimmed of all crust and cach 
piece is cut into four equal squares. 
Spread the toast generously with butter, 
Spread it with caviar, covering the toast 
completely to the edge. Make a small 
hollow in the center of each canape for 
resting the oyster. If you can't open the 
‘oysters yourself, or if you do not have a 
mechanical oyster opener, ask the man 
at the fish store to open the oysters and 
put them in a container with their own 
liquor. Drain each oyster well before 
placing it on the canape. Allow about 
three canapes per person. Smoked 
oysters may be substituted for the fresh 
if desired. 


тик MELON 


During the holiday season it's impos 
sible to predict just when a particular 
melon will be on the market. Some 
times the Christmas or Santa Claus mel- 
ons arrive the fr week in December, 
sometimes later. Sometimes the Spanish 
melons, a particularly luscious fruit, ar- 
rive firm and ripe for the Christmas 
board. There have been years when 
honeydew melons, carried in storage 
from the previous summer, were still on. 
sale at the year's end. Consult your fruit 


dealer for available melons. Be sure 
they are ripe and ready 10 eat, not 
merely “on the turn.” Serve the melon 
cut into long wedges with a small piece 
of lime on the side, If there are no mel- 
ons available in your neighborhood, 
then serve а half grapefruit or grape- 
fruit segments. Drizzle the grapefruit 
with honey or Drambuie just before 
serving. 


ROAST ROCK CORNISH CAME MENS 


with cooking instructions on the plastic 
bag covering each bird. “They may be 
ordered direct from the Idle Wild Farm 


in Pomfret Center, Connecticut, or may 
be bought in swank food stores through: 
ош the country. Some Cotnish Game 
Hens other than the Idle Wild brand do 
mot сапу cooking instructions, All 
Cornish Game Hens are sold frozen and 
must be thawed before cooking, 

"The Idle Wild birds are sold in sin 
gle portion size, each about as big as 
3 fair size squab, and a larger version 
‘enough for two servings. Each size may 
also be bought either (a) stuffed. with 
wild rice, (0) boned or (с) boned and 
stuffed. The boned versions are obvi- 
ously designed for lorgnette ladies in the 
social register or toothless members of 
the Brownstone Front. 

“To roast а small size unstuffed bird, 
brush the thawed bird generously with 
softened or melted butter. Sprinkle it 
lightly with salt and pepper. Place it 
in an uncovered shallow roasting pan 
in an oven preheated at 450 degrees, 
Roast it at 450 degrees for 15 minutes 
er until light golden brown. Reduce 
heat to 350 degrees. Add about 34 cup 
chicken broth or water to the pan for 
gravy drippings. Continue to roast at 350 
degrees for about 20 to 25 minutes 
longer. Baste frequently and turn the 
bird when necessary to brown evenly on 
all sides, The larger size birds are 
roasted in the same manner, with a 
somewhat longer cooking time. Place 
the large birds in a 450 degree oven for 
about a half hour, Reduce the heat to 
350 degrees and continue to ront as 
above for 40 to 50 minutes longer or 
until tender and wellbrowned. 

Nore маш: И you use а deep roast: 
ing pan with high sides, the birds will 
not brown as well as they will in a shal- 
ow pan. A bird that is ice cold will ake 
a longer cooking time than a bird at 
toom temperature. The frozen neck as 
well as the liver and heart of the bird 
should be removed from the cavity of 
the bird before roasting, The neck and 
heart may be used to give flavor to the 
sauce. The liver may be sautéed or 
cooked in the roasting pan for a few 

es before the bird is removed from 
the oven. If your oven thermostat is not 
(concluded on page 87) 


“Oh, I couldn't, Colonel Harwick — it might ruin my 


amateur standing’ 
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strumpets (continued from poge 21) 


rable,” declared Frank. 
is” said Maxwell. “I's prog 


"The second one came that night: a 
black root blonde, slitskirted and sweat 
ered to within an inch of her breathing 
ше. 

“Hello, honey." she said when Frank 
opened the door. “The names Janie. 
Interested?" 

Frank stood rigid to the heels. "I—" 
he sad, 

“Twenty-three and fancy free; 
Janie. 

Frank shut the door. quivering. 

"Again?" asked Sylvia as he touered. 
back. 

"Yea" he mumbled. 

“Did you get her address and phone 
number so we can tell the poli 

^L forgot.” he said. 

“Ом” Sylvia stamped her mule. “You 

id you were going to.” 

I know.” Frank swallowed. 
name was — Janie.” 

"Thats a big help.” Sylvia said. She 
shivered. “Now what are we going to 

Frank shook his head. 

"Oh. this is monstrous” she зай 
“That we should be exposed to such. 
She wembled with fury. 

Frank embraced her. "Courage." he 
whispered, 

“TII get a dog." she said. “A vicious 

"No, no," he said, 
lice again. They'll simply have to station 
someone out here. 

Sylvia began to cry. “Its monstrous." 
she sobbed, “that's all” 

“Monstrous,” he agreed. 


mid 


“Her 


“What's that you're humi 
asked at breakfast, 

He almost spewed out whole wheat 
toast. 

"Nothing; he said, choking, "Just 
a song T heard.” 

She patted him on the back. “Ob.” 

He left the house, mildly shaken. It 
is monstrous, he thought. 

"That morning, Sylvia bought a sign 
at a hardware store and hammered it 
into the front lawn. It read no wii 
inc. She underlined the soueno. 
Later she went out again and under- 
lined the underline. 
ht to your door you say?" 


asked the FBI man Frank phoned from 


“Notwithstanding,” sud. Frank stern- 
ly, “the police have refused to station. 


a man in our neighborhood.” 
“I see.” said the FBI man. 
"Something has got to be dor 

clared Frank. “This is а gros invasion 

of privacy.” 

“Ie certainly is.” said the FBI man. 
"and we will look into the matter, never 
fear.” 

After Frank had hung up, the FBI 
man returned to his bacon sandwich 
and thermos of buttermilk. 

“I'm just а poor tlle—" he had 
sung before catching himself. Shocked, 
he totted figures the remainder of his 
lunch hour. 


"The next night it was a perky brun- 
ette with a blouse front slashed to før- 
ever. 

“Not” said Frank in a ringing 

She wiggled sumptuously. "Why?" she 
asked. 

“I do mot have to explain myself to 
yout” he said and shut the door, heart 
pistoning against his chest. 

Then he snapped his Angers and 
opened the door again. The brunette 
turned, smiling. 

“Changed your mind, honey?” she 
asked. 

"No. 1 mean yes” said Frank, eyes 
narrowing. “What's your address?” 

The brunette looked mildly accusing. 

"Now, honey" she sid. "You 
‘wouldn't be trying to get me in trouble, 
would you?” 

"She wouldn't tell me," he mid 
mally when he returned to the living 
Sylvia looked despairing. "I phoned 
the police again,” she said. 

And?" 

"And nothing. "There's the smell of 
corruption in this” 

Frank nodded gravely. "You'd heuer 
get that dog.” he said. He thought of 
the brunette. “A big one,” he added. 


“Wowec, that Janie,” suid Maxwell. 
Frank down shifted vigorously and 
yawed around а corner on squealing 
tires His (ace was adamantine. 
Maxwell clapped him on the shoul- 
der. 


Aw, come off it, Frinkicboy.” he 
sid, "you're not fooling me any. You're 
по different from the rest bf us” 

“IN have по part in it,” declared 
Frank, “and that's all there is to 

"Зо keep telling that to the Mrs," 
said Maxwell. "But get in x few kicks 
оп the side like the rest of us. Right?” 

"Wrong? ssid Frank. “All wrong. No 
wonder the police cant do anything. 
Im probably the only willing witness. 
in town.” 

Maxwell gufawed. 

It was a ravenhaired, limplidded 


vamp that night. On her oudit spangles 
moved and glitered at strategic points, 

“Hello, honey lamb,” she suid. "My 

“What have you dene with our dog?" 
challenged Frank. 

"Why. nothing, honey, nothing." she 
said, “He's just off getting acquainted 
with my poodle Winifred. Now about 
n 

Frank shut che door without a word 
and waited ший die witching had 
eased before returning to Sylvia and 
television. 

Semper, by God oh God, he thought 
as he put on his pajamas later, fidelis. 


The next two nights they sat in the 
darkened living room and, as won as 
the women rang the doorbell, Sylvia 
woned the 
egen he oh spered, furiously, they're 
right out there now. Will you please 
send a patrol car this instant?” 
Both nights the patrol car arrived 
after the women had gone. 
“Complicity,” muttered Sylvia as she 


“That day Frank phoned city and state 
oficials who promised to look into the 
matter. 

That night it was a redhead sheathed 
in a green knit dress that hugged all 
that was voluminous and there was 
much of that, 

“Now see here" Frank began. 

‘Girls who were here before me,” 
‘sid the redhead, "tell me youre not 
interested. Well, Т always say, where 
there's a disinterested husband there's 
а listening wife. 

“Now you see here——" said Frank, 

He stopped as the redhead handed 
him a card, He looked at it automati- 
ally. 


392646 


MARGIE 
Gpecilika) 


By appointment only 


“IL you don't want to set it up here, 
honey," said Margie, "you just meet me 
in the Cyprian Room of the Hotel 


Fillmore.” 


"I beg your pardon," suid Frank and 
Tung dhe card away. 

“Any evening between six and seven," 
Margie chirped. 

Frank leaned against the shut door 
and birds with heated wings buffeted 
at his face. 

“Monstrous,” he said with a gulp. 
"Oh, monstrous.” 

“Again?” asked Sylvia. 

“But with a difference.” he said venge- 

(continued on page 80) 


BUXOM BOSS 


betty blue is a business woman 


PHOTOGRAPHS or HAL ADAMS 


MISS NOVEMBER 


PLAYBOY'S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH 


MISS NOVEMBER 


THE rrvwoLocisr in our Research Department insists the word “buxom” is 
descended from a Middle English grunt meaning “pliable and obedient.” It 
would be nice to think that Miss November, pretty Betty Blue, is both, and 
furthermore that she is “readily incited; prone; of speech, mild and courteous” 
— definitions of “buxom” Noah Webster lists as obsolete. But businesslike 
Betty (she's currently working as an office manager in Los Angeles) is far 
from obsolete, and the abundant buxomness you see on this page and those 
on the left can only be interpreted in the modern sense (Noah, you're оп 
again): “Having health, vigor and comeliness, plump and rosy; jolly." 


PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


‘An auracive, but not too bright gr 
ur ac 

gs 

donor ordered vos, тй, ae the min 

deres. “tree апу male à day 


One of the members of the smart cr 
bona dub asked the lifeguard how be 
might teach a young lady of his acquaint 
ance to swim. 

“Ic takes considerable ime and ted 
jue,” the life said. “First 
mb Ge hers he ушш 
fone arm about her waist. hold her 
tightly, then take her right arm and 

raise it slowly . - .” 

“This certainly will be helpful,” said 
the member, “and 1 know my sister will 
appreciate it” 

Your sister?” said the lifeguard. "In. 
that case, just push her off the end of 
the pier.” 


Darling: he breathed, "fier making 
love 1 doube it Til ever be able vo get 
nee 
de hon" 


They hadn't seen their friend in nearly 
five years- not since he received а movie 
contract and went to Hollywood. Now 
he was back visiting in the midwestern 
town where be had 

is friends were 
ries they had heard about life in Holly 
‘wood were really true. 

“Nonsense,” snid the film celebrit 
“Hollywood is no different than any 
other American city. Life out there is 
normal and well ordered: a movie actress 
isn't very different from a working house 
wile in Minneapolis or Milwaukee: a 


movie director is no more eccentric than 
the offce manager of one of the busi- 
nesses right here. 

“Take my own case: I'm up earh 
every morning, at the studio by 8:15; 
work a full, hard day and Im home 
every evening by 6:00; dinner, afterwards 
the evening paper, and I'm into bed 
before 10:00. 

‘Why just the other day, 1 
to my wile: ‘George, ..." 


a saying 


A young bride's mother was helping 
unpack afier the honeymoon and was 
Shocked to find her daughters trousseau 


bay torn. ч ^ 
"Darling," she , In't * 


"Oh, yes” the blushing bride replied, 
he liked y trouseau, шойт. Ic just 
that he liked my torso more than my 
trouseau—that's why my trouscau is 
tore so." 


‘The husband came strolling in the front 
door to discover his wile in the pasion- 
fate embrace of his best friend. 

1 love him, John,” she said to her 
surprised spouse: 2 

"Sce here,” said the friend, "we're all 
too sophisticated to let a situation like 
this get out of hand, Teil you what Jets 
do were both sportsmen Til play 
you a game of gin rummy for her.” 

The husband thought about that for 
a moment. 

“АП righu,” he said, “but lets play for 
a penny point on the side, just to keep 
it interesting. 


she whispered, “will you 
Чи we de mare?" 

He considered this for a moment and 
then replied, “I think so. Ive always 
been especially fond of married women.” 


E T 
Mes Vo teny Joe Elin a 
E peser HE 
Der rev DUM 
e 
„ 


“If you don't start feeling those drinks pretty soon, Miss Talmadge, 
Tm afraid ГЇЇ have to ask for separate checks." 
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ABDICATING MALE 


have taste, imagination, daring, along 
with savvy for the deed. Show me a man 
at a fashion show who is (a) interested 
and capable, but (b) по pansy, and TII 
show you one of the few of the bloody 
but uncowed true men lelt from the days 
when most males appreciated women 
and even knew a little about them. 

Joe Doakes, and even Josephus Fld- 
ridge Doakes Ш, have giver up the fran- 
hist, however, Culture is not for such 
American quasimales, "The ladies buy 
the house and its contents, their clothes, 
those of their stifled husbands (gray бап: 
nel genus included) and they pick out 
the color of the new car to boot. Where 
a man would estate 10 select a single 
necktie, his spouse will (and does) gladly 
redo the whole upstairs while he's away 
in Miami at a convention. Not asking 
him, of course. Womanalanted adver- 
tising did that to her — and him. Since 
circa 1925, even factories have looked 
like powder rooms — the woman's touch, 
her cestus touch, in man's last refuge. 

It is logical, therefore, that the gray 
flannel pitchmen aim at the ladies. Mini 
mally, they decide where we men will 
lay it on the line—and for what. In 
America, men are merely earners, not 
spenders. Many husbands who have pro- 
vided their women with three cars, a split- 
personality ranch house, mink, European. 
trips and such, are obliged to steal 
from the petty cash fond in their own. 
offices for weeks ог months to accumulate 
the price of a trout rod. Hence it is my 
assertion that. since it's harder to carn 
than to spend, and since American males 
die on the average many years before 
their spouses, the current theory of the 
biological superiority of females is 
founded on an intellectual blunder, If 
the women had to run the railroads, fly 
the jets, mine the coal — and as stato» 
men, outdrink the Russians —it is obvi- 
ous they'd Пор first, 

The bulk of American women who do 
venture into the worklofaflairs do so 
to promulgate an afaire that will lead 
to their early retirement, as wives. Their 
mates soon die. The insurance is made 
ош to the gals and the real estate is in 
their names, They own America by 
mere parasitism, so they are the logical 
target of all who would sell anything. 
End of digression, end of discourse — 
and now for the previously promised 

int. Lets phrase it аз n question: 

Why have American men built a civili- 
zation for women, then sweated them- 
selves into early graves to sell it to 
women, and finally willed their earnings 
to women? What is the method of this 
calamity? 

t is horrendous: the fanneldraped 
mahoutsomerchandise appeal to the 
ladics by implying an idea to which 1 
drew attention some years back. In ef 


(continued [rom page 24) 


fect, these advertisers ask, "Madam, are 
you a good lay?” 

‘Their stress is on sex but their con- 
stant indication is that milady will miss 
the boat, boyfriend, bridal bower or 
whatever her goal may be unless she is 
physically all set with every product that 
has а trade mark and warrants an adver- 
Using budget. That is what gets her 
‘out in the stores, spending. But it leaves 
a great deal unsaid anent the product 
F 

Consider this example. Suppose it 
was decided by some enterprising busi- 
nes man to sell our forty or fifty mil- 
lion semisane, semiadult American 
dames on the idea that what they need 
most in the ranch house, duplex, or log. 
cabin is a revolving door. Kinsey might 
have been abashed at the accepted ар- 
proach — but not your adman with the 
new account: "Spin him if you want to 
throw him” might be the slogan, or “In- 
stall a Revoportal at home and take 
your pick of husbands, lovers, playfel- 
lows, wagecarners—or take "em all.” 
Suitable copy would make the domestic 
revolving door а {ай and millions of 
them would replace the straight opening, 
hinged door — and to hell with replacing 
the lettuce in the paying males straight. 
‘opening. hinged walle. 

And now we're ready to state our 
major thesis and to suggest what to de 
about it, to wit: the revolving door pitch 
and every single one like it— does 
nothing whatever to get revolving doors 
installed where they are needed. prac- 
tical, useful, apy any more than 
other ads of that ilk perform these func 
tions for their products and their users, 
Thanks to the success of the "Are yowa 
guodlay?" routine employed by every 
other billboard, display advertisement 
and TV and radio commercial, Ameri- 
сап women would wear coal scuttle (ог 
bustles, galoshes for hats and ashes in 
their handbags if they thought it would 
aid their laymanship or even the theo- 
retical or hypothetical bedskill of un. 
tested virgins Such advertising, to re 
state the case in another way, has noth 
if 10 do with value, goods, services, 
prosperity, reality or sanity. It merely 
Keeps wheels turning by exploiting fe 
male sex ego and sex illusion. For some 
now, thousands of advertisers have 
shied from telling the American people 
that what they are selling is useful, dur 
able, practical, economical and the like. 
Instead, advertisements in the main have 
become bills of seduction; their seduce 
is woman; and they seduce by creating 
fear, misgiving, self-doubt, even panic. 
And these are far graver consequences 
than the already-noted gulling of our 
women and impoverishment of our men. 

For when you ask a woman (however 
indirectly or discreetly) if she is in hair- 


trigger readiness for sexservice, ie, if 
she has on hand several thousands of 
dollars worth of products described as 
essential for what most of us always did 
до and do do, when able you are ac- 
tually saying that she is пог ready (which, 
praise be, is frequently not the case). 

But, if they are shy, vague or innocent 
about their physical functions in love 
and marriage, they embark on their 
honeymoons (ruder investigators than 1 
tell me) in a state of anxiety, perplexity, 
doubt and fear. М they are truly арте. 
sive females (e, if they bave caught 
onto the current American ideal for 
women) they will have either (0) tested 
themselves on Tom, Dick and Harry un- 
der circumstances unlikely (in this cul- 
ture) to bring out the best in them, wo 
ually speaking, or (b) sent away for a 
marrietHove manual, a tome which gives 
the impression that the sex act that pro- 
vides mutual satisfaction is about as acro- 
bac and nerve-wracking as croming 
Niagara Falls on a tightrope while turn: 
ing somersaults and playing the tuba. 
Which seems odd, since human beings 
have carried out apparently satisfactory 
sex acts for about two billion years, with, 
по handbooks whatever, Apparently, 
Amencan "marriage counselors" and 
“sex experts" have decided, almost to a 
man and woman, that what used to be 
natural and easy, today is one hell of an 
ordeal — with divorce, insanity, su 
and the like, as the sure prices of failure. 

1 suggest that the sex slant in advertis- 
ing, with its covert insistence that na- 
ture unadorned can't win, is responsible 
for much of this —in two respects, First, 
it has created the sexual anxieties which 
make our women sitting ducks for ex: 
ploitation. Second, the sexperts, seeing 
the fertile field of female patsics, has fig- 
ured that what's good enough for adver- 
tisers is good enough for them, 

When I first asserted in a book — lo, 
these many years ago — that advertisers 
were moving wares by aserting they 
would help milady in her dilemma 
about bedwomanship (while at the same 
time they reinforced her fear that she 
was an amateur, a doomed bungler and 
in need of help) nobody denied ту 
daim except а lew demurring high 
school end college girls, These reminded. 
me that the question, “Madam, аге you 
а good lay?" (and its panicky connota- 
tion) was addressed to mademoiselle as 
much as madame — demurring girls they 
were, but possibly not demure. No 
manufacturer denied it and Madison 
Avenue actually profited by my exposé: 
several emirs in the racket have said 
that previously they'd put sex in ads 
in a random, haphazard fashion; that 
they had often casually brought up the. 
importance of sex and thereafter implied 
that without Burkun’s Built-In Bedside 
Soup Heater and TV set, a bride was 

(concluded on page 79) 


alls fair in love, war 


and tin pan alley 


fiction BY CHARLES EINSTI 


THE FLIP SIDE 


ur то LOOK at Ginny Lane, you would 
be bound to say that she was intended 
for better things than singing a song 
called Scrambled Eggs. But what those 
better things might be, nobody in the 
music world was likely to tell you, lor 
оп a rece пуч record of 
Scrambled Eggs sold its one millionth 
copy. This meant that to date the Amer 
ican public had shelled out $890,000, 
exclusive of what vanished into the maw 
of juke boxes, to hear. Ginny sing: 


1 love coffee, 1 love tea, 
English muffins too. 


But 1 could live on whole wheat toast 

And scrambled eggs with you. 

‘There were five other choruses and 
two bridges, which need not be repro 
duced here. Suffice it to say that Ginny 
Lanes recording of Scrambled Eggs 
meant many things to many men. ln 
‘Ohio, it was chosen as a campaign song 
by a gentleman running for Congress in 
opposition to the powdered egg lobby. 
In the British Parliament, it was held 
up as belated proof that George Ш. 
might have had something there when 

(continued om page 66) 
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BY PATRICK CHASE plepboy's roel editor 


SAFARI SO GOOD 


for a far-out vacation, try the beloved country 


Wien rr comes to hunting, we usually 
prefer to do ours under antlered heads 
on the walls of a quiet bar in Greenwich 
age. We'll listen to the other guy's 
hunting yarns (if they're brief and he'll 
keep our glass filled) — even the gibber 
ish about 416 Magnums (“For cham- 
pagne?” we asked), and the time the 
Wounded buffalo holed up in a thicket 
of waita-bit thom. But when it comes 
to sitting out a damp, dismal dawn in a 
duck blind of crawling around an Afri- 
can anthill on knees and elbows — uh- 
uh. You don't catch us trying any such 
foolishness, not with so many pleasanter 
ways at hand to prove one's virility. 
So when three friends suggested we 


join their African hunt last winter, we 
were understandably emphatic: the an 
swer was no, not even on a bet. That 
was that. Several months later we found 
‘ourselves in Nairobi getting outfitted in 
khaki drill at Rowland Ward's (no re 
lation to Montgomery) and thoroughly 
committed to dodging rhino around 
dumps of acacia. kicking snakes out of 
the portable bath tub and listening to 
hyenas jeer at us through the night 
Nairobi itself, we discovered, looks 
like any small midwestern city, give or 
take 2 few pith helmets and palm trees, 
but it was at Ward's that we first met 
the Africa of throbbing jungle and 
baking plain — ат the souvenir counter. 


There, we spotted such “bush country” 
items as wine coolers and umbrella 
stands hollowed from the legs and feet 
of rhino, engagement books bound 

Hon skin and rings woven from the tai 
hair of elephant. Ward's even stocks 
amateurtype big game movies that 
could quite easily pass as our own back 
home. Here indeed, we decided, was 
a delightfully civilized short cut to the 
whole problem of safari in Africa. We 
purchased a wide selection of gee gaws 
and headed straight for the airport with 
the satisfied feeling of men who have 
‘completed а good hunt. No luck. Our 
gun-toting friends cut us off and dragged 
us back to Nairobi, then calmed us 
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the New Stanley Hotel. 

Later that evening at Cher Dave's, a 
night dub, we met our profesional 
hunter. He was an extraordinary fellow, 
unmarried, as most of them are, and 
willing to trade his jungle knowhow 
for less moncy than the average postal 
derk draws back home. Ies not surpris- 
ing that there are fewer than 50 good 
pro hunters in all Africa and that the 
really top ones (like Harry Selby and 
Don Ker and Philip Percival before he 
retired) are booked up as far as six 
years in advance. It’s not simply а 
matter of being able to repair the Land 
Rover when it breaks down 800 miles 
from the nearest garage or of getting 
you back to camp after a day of blast- 
ing at beasts over featureless plain. 
Mostly, these fellows provide —at con: 
siderable risk to themselves—a_ com. 
forting answer to the question "What 
jI 1 miss?" as three tons of rhino charge 
down on you at 30 mph. or a squeak 
ing, wounded cheetah hits 70 coming 
your way. 

We were talking about the coming 
junket over a double brandy and we 
discovered that the word “safari” comes 
from Swahili and means simply “a trip." 
But the safaris of today are a far ery 
from the hikes Stanley and Livingstone 
took in this part of the world not too 
long ago. Then, 40 porters were needed 
to lug the gear of one white man, and 
it wasn't uncommon for the entire party 
to number over 600, Today, with every- 
thing from refrigerators to hot baths 
available in portable packages, you сап 
do it easily with a tiny fraction of that 
number, and turn it into а damned 
comfortable trip at that. Gone are the 
old days of crawling into bed to find 
a venomous тате coiled between the 
sheets. That's no longer likely because 
your personal boy tums the bed down 
for you cach evening. For four white 
men оп our safari, we took about M 
bearers, skinners, trackers, valets, cooks 
and whachave-you, 

10 trophies are all you care about, 
you can bag plenty on a 15-day safari 
Three guys with two profesional hunt- 
eis we know knocked over three ele 
phants, three rhino, five buffalo, two. 
ıs and a whole boodle of zebras, wart 
hogs, ostriches, impala, wildebeest, harte- 
bees, water bucks, dik-diks and clands 
during that time, But you'd be better 
off to allow at least three weeks to a 
month if you possibly can. 

And there's certainly no reason to kiss 
ivilization farewell, as we soon found 
ig Nairobi. The first eve- 
ning we were sitting on camp chairs by 
a great baobab tree, sipping a gin and- 

ters and munching fried termites, 
which, like salted peanuts, are dificult 


to resist. They taste like Fritos The 
tinkle of wine bottles in their coolers, 
the rich aroma of dinner drifting acros 
the dry gras, the fresh feeling from 
our shower and the thought of crisp 
beds in cach tent, sheets carefully 
turned down, pajamas laid out — all this 
managed to induce a fine, close feeling 
of comfort and good living. 

"The first days trek out of Nairobi 
Tons through a game preserve: che 
Serengeti Plain. This in just as well, 
since it looks exactly like the movies 
amd reassures the cash customers that 
they are indeed in certified 2¢-karat 
Arica. It's open country, dotted with 
lumps of thorn and cuphorbia trees, 
swarming, with zebras by the hundreds, 

lebens by the thousands 

“The Serengeti is also the place where 
people first meet lions. You can't shoot 
them here (the lions, that is ex 
maybe to get your апп out of their 
jaws) and they won't attack a cr 
Sr 1o йз id Sil, lions look awfully 
damned menacing without a batch of 
bars in front of them. 

Beyond the Serengeti, we were grind- 
ing away with our camera when we 
spotted our first rhino. The lone bull 
with a good sized horn was 300 yards 
off and grazing — rather like a gray rock 
against the yellowish grass — when we 
dropped from the hunting car and the 
boy drove off. (We learned regretfully 
that it's not sporting to shoot from cars: 
and, more to the point, its illegal. Still, 
we can't help feeling remarkably small 
when were left on foot in the same 
square mile of territory with the game) 

‘One of the members of our party 
moved ahead watching the rhino's tick 
birds. Rhinos are testily nearsighted in 
am elderly, human way. Not so the 
tick birds that live on their backs and 
off their bugs And when the tick 
Birds are alarmed, so's the rhino. That 
day. the birds started worrying when we 
were about 50 yards ой — а bit far for 
the best results against the rhino's 
armored hide. Nevertheless, our guy 
sat down in the grass for a steady shot 

the rhino lifted his head, ears up, 
‘ail high. 

The beast snorted and came toward 
us at an inquisitive trot, turning his 
head to get his hom out of his line 
of sight: Our guy waited ien 
squeezed off a shot. The rhino snorted 
and broke into a gallop. (The ground 
does literally shake) He shot again, but 
the brute kept right on coming. We'd 
been told that with head lowered at the 
end of a charge a rhino is virtually 
blind, that we could step a foot or two 
ош of the line of his charge and be 
perfectly safe, that he'd just go bar- 
relling on. Small consolation. 

‘Then our professional hunters gun 
cracked; the rhino swerved and went 


crashing into a tangle of dwarf thorn, 

“Нез OK." said our hunter (теп 
ing dead). The first shot had gone 
through his check, the second had seared 
his side. The hunter’ bullet had mashed 
bone and nerves at the shoulder, shock- 
ing the beast to death. 

We learned two things from that en. 
counter: that wed better practice up 
‘on our shooting and how delicious is 
the taste of rhino ham. 

Our own shooting began with a gafe 
that will probably get chuckles at the 
Explorers’ Club. We'd gone along on 
the hunt primarily for photographs, but 
in Nairobi our bunter had persuaded 
vs to take out a shooting permit and 
had spent a good part of the trip since 
then urging ws to use it. Well, we drew 
first lion, and we found ourselves crawl- 
ing clumsily toward one thickmaned old 
fellow who was having himself a feast 
‘on a zebra we'd dropped earlier as bait 

We stopped about 50 yards away and 
sighted carefully. The hunter was a 
little back of us and to one side. Then, 
to our shock, we found the lion had 
moved closer. We saw his head poking, 
up out of the short gras only 30 feet 
away. We aimed fast and squeezed the 
trigger. heard dhe bullet thunk home. 

“Hole in one,” we thought, rather 
pleased with ourselves, and a bit irked 
ат the pro hunter's silence as we walked 
forward together. As 2 novice, we 
thought we rather deserved congratu- 
lations. Silently we approached the kill, 
gun ready just in case. Then we sw 
it We'd shot a fine big hyena! The 
Jion had stank off. 

The roughest part of safari Ше (lor 
ms) is the early start on hunting days 
Os still dark and cold when the boy 
brings in the tea and begins to fold 
down the mosquito netting. But it's 
worth hurrying some to get outside for 
the dawn, which comes quickly 
Africa. Опе moment, the sky is blue 
black, the stars glittering in thick bril- 
lance. The next, the stars are dim 
inst a spreading strip of pink. Then, 
moments the color glows into а 
vivid red, laced by the black tracery of 
thorn trees, then pales and grows white 
as Tight floods the l. 

African evenings are lavish too, ‘the 
talk is quiet around camp, broken 
by silence to watch the distant mountain 
hazing from purple to black, After din- 
ner, with the fire banking down into 
lowing ash, we would spot the glint 
of hyena eyes 20 yards off in the dark 
and hear the night sounds of Africa: 
the cough of a hunting leopard, the 
momentary muttering of baboons dis 
turbed in their sleep and the yip of a 
small animal as it becomes а meal. Oc- 
sionally, we'd wake during the night — 
perhaps to the snuffing of scavenger 

(concluded on page 58) 


if you don't think so, try to figure the answers 


to these disquieting tales of high passion. 


HIS IS BUSINESS? 

1с came to pass, upon a time, 

that three chaps on business 

bound and far trom bowe, 
shared а hotel suite in a certain city. 
They were good, alert, bushytailed 
fellows who knew that the best way de 
be in trim for the morrow’s labors was 
not to go out and get loaded and smoke 
а lot, but to relax and get some rest. 
For relaxation, they phoned a girl o 
of them had relaxed with once bef 
and this docile doe came to their 
rooms, helped them relax, and took $10 
from each, or a total of $30. 

Now, when the lass got back down to 
the lobby, conscience smote her. “Any. 
thing purchased in quantity should be 
cheaper than by the piece,” she rea 
soned (ignoring the pun). "so I should 
really give those chaps a refund, and 
make them a flat rate of 25 dams.” She 
called the bellboy, gave him five singles, 
and told him to return this money to her 
three recent companions as a token of 
esteem. Then, her conscience clear and 
her reservoir of good deeds for the day 
‘at the food, she wended her way thither 
im search of a sociologist in whom she 
‘might confide her exemplary behavior. 
But that, as they say, is another story. 
Meanwhile, back at the hotel, the bell 
boy was overcome by avarice and pock- 
ted two of the five dollars. Then he 
gave each man one dollar, 

"Thus, the three men, instead of pay- 
ing $10 а head (or tail), paid nine. 
Three times nine is 27. ‘The bellboy 
Kept two dollars. That makes 29. What 
happened to the other dollar? 


EN FOR A CONCUBINE 
In the far away and long 
эко, i, China in the Ping 
(or is it Pong?) Dynasty, a 
notsonoble lord, fallen on hard times 
as а result of injudicious betting on the 
bangtails of the period, decided to re 
‘coup his diminished resources until next 
tax time — when be would be rich. again 
— by leasing his most beautiful concu- 
bine to a house of joy for the necessary 
number of months. "The price was three 
million yen and a bargain, since she 
would bring five on the open market. 
Anyway, the man took the money and 
the receipt without a backward glance, 
the cold-blooded louse. He then sold th 
receipt to another sport of his aequai 
ance for three million yen, зо he now 
had six million. The new owner of the 
receipt promptly redeemed the girl, had 
his way with her, and the next day sold 
her on the market to still another sport, 
who yenned for her to the extent of 
the aforementioned open-market price 
of five million yen. Thus everyone was 
happy. what with having tasted certain 
immemorial joys which are popular to 
this day, and having acquired a tidy 
hunk of booty to boot. Except maybe the 
lady in the case but in those days that 
wasn't deemed vital 
Confucius heard about this and did 
some quick figuring. The first man was 
six million to the good, the second was 
wo million yen to the good, and that, 
even in old China, makes eight million. 
But the girl only cost the last man five 
"How come?" Confucius say. “Whence 
the other three million?” 


OLLARS AND CENTIMENTS 
Jack was all excitement as 
he dressed for his fist date 
with Anette, the most gor 

geous girl on the campus and sought 

after by every man within her rather 
extended range. He knew it would be 

‘expensive to show her, as the saying has 

it, a good time, but what the hell — he 

had almost a hundred dollars on him. 

‘On the way to call for her, he stopped 
at a florist and bought an orchid corsage 
for $00. He took a frugal bus at a 
cost of 15€ but when he left her house 
wich her he gallantly took her to a cock 
tail lounge in a cab, $2.80. The cock 
tails (two for him and one for her) came 
10 $8.06 with tip and tax. 

Dinner for two, soft lights and m 
= and Jack had to shell out half his 
balance. But he was out for a big time 
and, nothing daunted, suggested a night 
club for dancing. and there went an. 
other $1650. It was raining when they 
left the dub and Jack, no mean man 
with a dollar, gave half of one to the 
doorman that hailed а cab. The cab to 
nettes house cost an even three bucks. 

Next morning, Jack noticed an odd 
thing. Out of his original stake, he had 
eft exactly as many dollars as he had 
had cents the night before, and exactly 
as many cents as he had had dollars the 
night before. How much did he start 
иһ, 

“There another implicit question which 

might be asked by prudes who have no ro 

Fa feck e ed home What gh I they 

mas tlie he went home afler al that 

Spade work, lt them assume he walked. 
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hyenas in the camp or to the strangely 
quiet padding ol elephants moving 
nearby. 

We went after our first elephant in 
the Ituri Forest after crossing into the 
Belgian Congo. The n is 50 
thick there it's usually imposible to 
see much more than 20 yards ahead. 
‘The humidity is oppressive, the jungle 
floor sodden. 

Fortunately, the trail we were follow 
ing warmed up fast. Before long, we 
ате upon broken branches on which 
the sap was still wet, then to droppings 
that were still warm, 

Now, several of our men were moving 
ahead with the tracker, Soon we heard 
the belly rumble of the grazing bulls — 
an extraordinary sound like distant 
thunder—and the crashing of small 
trees and branches, broken as the ani- 
mals moved. We followed quietly. Then. 
the elephants stopped and we saw them 
їп a small clearing speckled with shafts 
of Tight. 

The scene was the epitome of all 
African romance. In the half light of 
the matted jungle, the animals towered 
Over us like houses. The larger bull, 
tusks glimmering, was facing our way. 
huge ears flapping gently back and 
forth. A smaller animal was in front 
of him, turned sideways to us, quietly 
darting his trunk up and around. The 
jungle was quiet, but not hushed. There 
Was a constant level of small, busy 


No one tries to shoot an elephant head 
оп; it can be done, but the 30 inches of 
hide and bone he presents is enough to 
deflect even a 520-grain bullet packing 
muzle punch of over two tons We 
waited 15 minutes without moving, 
until the larger bull turned just enough. 
‘Two guns crashed almost together and, 
incredibly, both elephants toppled. 

‘An extraordinary sight followed: na- 
tives poured out of the jungle. Pygmies 
had been watching the hunt, watching 
us so silently that we never suspected 
there were any other humans within 
miles, 

‘They were hoping to cadge some free 
meat but there's another reason for 
sudden appearances of friendly natives 
Whenever anybody shoots a fairly ree 
pectable game animal, the camp boys 
and hangerson from nearby villages go 
into a special fuss, prancing around and 
shoulder lifting the successful hunter, 
mumbling chants made up on the spot, 
usually to the effect that the bwana is 
a mighty hunter, feared by the animals 
and admired by the local populace and 
that a silver shilling or so would make 
that admiration boundless. Of course, 
if the mighty hunters are American the 
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chanting locals are more likely to set 
two or three shillings as the price of 
Full Admiration. 

Leopards, we found, are very unpleas- 
ant beasts Since they like their meat 
prime, we hung a small deer in a tree 
One day as Бай, then came back a day or 
two later and settled in a blind of bushes. 
‘Then we waited. 

In time, the signal came: utter silence 
Te was as И a cloud of cotton had 
dropped over everything. Even the ants 
stopped moving, Before we knew it, we 
had a gun in our hand. Our bearer 
knew what was up. He was counting 
оп bwana to dobber the cat. 

We'd been watching the carcas on 
the branch. We blinked once. looked 
back up to the branch and saw а carcass 
and a leopard. He stood intensely im 
mobile; then slowly, that magnificent 
stretch of gold and black muscle looked. 
around. 

We brought our gun ever so gently 
upward, sighting just forward of the 
shoulder. Then we squeezed the trigger. 
АП hell broke loose. Screaming, the 
‘at leaped toward us and the hunter's 
gun crashed close by. The leopard 
was stretched on the ground. The hunt- 
ers safeguarding shot hadn't been nec- 
essary; ours broke the ats neck. His 
leap had been convulsive. 

If you think that hunting of that 
sort holds any excitement — you're right. 

Figure on $1400 each for three hunt- 
ers and 5800 for one nen hunting com- 
panion for a three-week safari in most 
of Africa. (Cut that tab in half for hunt- 
ing in French Gabon) Price includes 
everything up to wine for dinner but 
not whiskey, guns, ammunition, licenses 
(5150 or so for a general license, plus 
up to $200 for special permits for pro- 
tected game such as elephant) and 
‘mounting trophies. Good safari organi 
mations in the US. are Fugery Travel 
Bureau, 351 Avenue of the Americas, 
New York 14; Continental American 
Travel, 465 Park Avenue, New York 22; 
and Continental Arms Corp. 697 Fifth 
Avenue, New York 22. 

Getting to Africa will run you any- 
thing from $600 for the round trip by 
sea (Farrell Lines, 26 Beaver Street, 
New York 4) to $1,600 far the first-class 
round trip by air to Nairobi (Trans 
World Airlines, $80 Madison Avenue, 
or British Oveneas Airways Corpora- 
tion, 342 Madison Avenue, both in New 
York). For more details, check with your 
travel agent or with East Africa Tour- 
ist Travel Asn., 295 Madison Avenue. 
Belgian Oficial Tourist Bureau, 389 
Fifth Avenue, French Government Tour- 
ist Office, 610 Fifth Avenue, and Casa de 


Portugal, 447 Madison Ave, all in New 
York. 
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Skihappy souls can ski at home, but 
its more fun abroad. At new, reduced 
round-trip air fares trom New York, 
5700 ог so will net you the works for 
ight snowy days at St Anton in the 
Austrian Tyrol plus four more at Gstaad 
in the Swiss Alps, where the world's 
ешге foregather at dope and hearth, 
You'll especially want to hit St. Anton 
during January for the Arlberg Kar 
dahar ski races (General Tours, 595 
Madison Ave, New York). While you're 
in Austria, stow the hickories for a few 
days and dig into Vienna's Fasching 
(preienten) festivities that run riot 
through January and half of February 
(Austrian State Tourist Department, 48 
East 48th St. New York). 

Snow bunnies and schuss- boomers who 
want to stick closer to home will find 
magnificent powdery trails on Quebec's 
Mont ‘Tremblant. Try the Gray Rocks 
Inn, St. Jovite, P.Q., Canada where $126 


delivers up a fun-packed week for two, 
including everything (except a girl, so. 
bring your own). Roundarip air fare 


from New York is $50 (TransCanada Air 
Lines, 16 East 58th St, New York). 

Bright Caribbean isles most travellers 
have mised are now accessible by mail 
boat and plane. Combined airsea cruise 
from Miami whisks you to 11 of the lush 
est Carib islands in 15 days for a scant 
$462. Timed right, you'll hit Trinidad for. 
the month-long carnival that kicks off in 
mid-January (Lanseair Travel Service, 
1026 17th Sc, Washington, D. C). If 
you've got both time and loot. there's no 
plushier junket than а round:theworld 
voyage, and no better starting time (for 
peak weather all the way) than January. 
"The sleek Caronia sails January 19 from 
New York through the Caribbean to 
South America, then across to Africa, In- 
dia, the Far East, over the Pacific to the. 
West Coast and back via Central Amer- 
ica and the Panama Canal, Count on 
spending 108 days and at least $3000 
(Cunard Steamship Co. 25 Broadway, 
New York). 

You've never seen stars and night skies 
till you've watched from a desert camp 
fire. Overnight trail rides are just part 
of the fine, frolicsome fare offered by 
dude ranches in the Southwest, which 
also includes swimming, sunning and 
golf. You'll especially want to partake 
of the late January. Gold Rush Day 
panning your own glittery stuf growing. 
your own beard, dimaxing it all at the 
gala Bonanza Ball. Rates start around 
320 а day at spots like Rancho de los 
Caballeros, Remuda and Monte Vista, 
all in Wickenburg, Arizona. 


PLAYBOY'S £ 1 GALLERY OF GIFTS 
Jor him, for her 


A TREASURE TROVE FROM SANTA'S SACK — clockwise at 7:00: walnut 24-pipe rack $17.50; washable lambskin poodle 
"Hig Voice” battery-powered megaphone $89.95; steer-head carving board $60; Mexican machete carving knife 
ton-down shirt $12.95; Japanese temple bowl $160; antiqued leather umbrell $30; whangeehandled 

$15; aslıhandled umbrella $20; Head skis $85; fencing mask $7; French foi 40 hp. Mercury for 
skiing, cruising, $605; raccoon coat $800; Evinrude $ h.p. for trolling SI anic portable $167.70; 
smoke gray rawhide traveling case $115; Bollinger champagne $34.60; mink-<ufled velvet gauntlet $99: walnut bowling 
ball humidor $20: Vo Vitessa 35 i wheelaround patio ice 
bucket $54.95; Country Belle phoneshaped radio $59.95; Larbretta motor scooter $452.50; Old Spice shower soap Sl; 
flask set $14.50; Meerschaum pipe $125: 24-bottle wine rack $12.50; "Giant Voice” battery powered megaphone $15950. 


WARM CLIMES, WARM TIMES — above, clockwise at 9:00: fshing jacket $21.50; Orvis spinning reel $28.50; Aberdeen gaff 
$21.50; landing net $6.60; golf cart $25; leather bag $125; S| g woods (®$15; Spaulding irons (2910: radio direction 
finder $158; underwater Kodak $17.95; snorkel $1.95; swim mask $4.95; spear gun $19.95; Divair lung tank $119.50; 
underwater knife $695; Water skis $49.95; gollers ashtray $15; Joeger tennis sweater $16.50; Topsider sneakers $8.95; Wife 
Aboard (Battle Axe) fiag $5: Wilson tennis racket $10.50; thermos caddy $10; deep sea rod $125; Penn reel $45; Goofy tees $2; 
Big Beam lantern $9.05: Fred Perry tennis shirt $6.50. THE HEIGHT OF FI — below, left column, top to bottom: Mcintosh 30. 
жай amp $143.50; Ampex stereo amp $169.50; Fidelitone dual tippcd diamond needle $31; Fairchild diamond cartridge $37.50; 
Jensen Sway speaker system $129.75; Transtel interphone music system with 4 remotes $89; Miller AM crystal tuner $19.50: 
Viking binaural tape recorder $145: middle column: Isophase speaker S210: Mcintosh preamp in cabinet $96.50; Grommes 
T2.watt amp $59.50. Harmon Kardon AN-FM tuneramp $129.50; Bogen AM-FM tuner $119.50; Bogen 35-watt amp $115; 
Jansen electrostatic tweeter $184; Acoustical Research speaker system $185; RekO-Kut turntable $129.50, with orthosonic 
tone arm $4495; right column: James Lansing bass reflex speaker system $132; Redcap portable public address system $199.50. 


TRADITIONAL IN TASTE — bottom 
row, 1 to r: Norelco battery shaver 
52995; Hickok fink and te bar set 
35; goatskin slippers $695; Dunhill 
ne shave 82: Hickok manicure se 
4.95: Moustache cau de cologne 
$5: regimental tie $5; tartan robe 
532: broadcloth PJs $1650, silk 
cashmere reversible ман $12.50, 
Old Spice electric shave, after shave 

1 calc $3; Paris cowhide belt $5, 
{allowed hide beh $330, leather 
trimmed corduroy suit $5850, bur 
tondown shirt $0. corduroy cap 
$8.95; Winthrop loafers $15.95: shoe 
horn $195; top row: silk rep de 
$2.90; Swiss striped 95; 
Bernhard. Altmann cashmere shirt 
$8250; Lh Century Oriental 
bronze horseman $1290; cowhide 
sculls 9730; Eversharp razor $5; His 
after shave and cologne $5; Mr 
Johns Playboy alter shave $830; 
Shields cuff inks $5; Parker 51 pen 
$1550; envelope wallet $1630 


A WINTER'S TALE — Jaeger woolen 
scarl $7.50, and matching tam $3.50; 
deerskin waistcoat $15; Buck Skein 
toggle coat $89.95; loch Century 
Moorish rifle $70; Saranac shooting 
mitts $5.50; Pipe Maker aluminum 
shaft with 4 bowls $5; Jaeger scarf 
$7.50; Scotch ski sweater $2850; 
Swedish ski poles $15; Henke ski 
boots $49.50; Allen-A long handled. 
Woolies $13: gallon of Hennessy 
cognac $36.87; hockey tubes $38.50. 


DOINGS FOR THE DEN- real pheas 
ant head book ends $80; Encyclo 
фейа of Jazz by Leonard Feather 
510; American Science and Inven. 
tion by Mitchell Wilson S10; Rand 
McNally's Cosmopolitan World At 
las $13.95; unabridged leather 
bound Webster New International 
Dictionary $49.50; Dunhill long 
stem bamboo pipe $20; pewter 
humidor $15; 12” globe and atlas 
combination $36.50; leatherette 
game chest, including roulette, back 
gammon, chess, checkers, poker dice 
and horse racing $45; English fire 
bucket waste basket $80; white leath. 
er-covered imported Parker pipe of 
Algerian briar $7.50; electric match 
Cigarette and pipe table lighter $ 
‘marker lamp and shade 


BAR HOUNDS’ BONANZA— on the 
micarta-top bar $59; Polli Antipasto 
$6.95; filth of George Fontaine 
Champagne 1947 $4.98; Copex cork: 
screw $5.50; Red Devil stuffed olives 
3125; 11% Swedish crysta 
pitcher $8.50: matched 
cocktail tumbler $ 

úl glass $1.75, Martini pitcher $10, 
double jigger $10.75, mixing spoon 
$550, bottle opener $8; Japanese 
ash trays and cigarette urn $150; а 
selection of wines, whiskies and 
liqueurs ranging from NuitsSt. 
George 1952 $3.95 to Glen Grant 15 
year-old Scotch whisky 5980, 


‘Martini 


SHUTTERBUG'S SHOWCASE — front 
row, | to r: Hershey electronic flash 
$4450; Hensoldt В x 32 binoculars 
$154.20; Viewmaster stereo viewer 
5975; Minox camera $139.50; Bell 
& Howell 1Gmm auto load movie 
camera $244.95; Kodak Brownie 
Simm turret camera $79.50; Vie 
master stereo camera $89.50; Polar. 
eid Highlander 60second camera 
56995: BWDI exposure meter 
$29.50; back row: ВЕН 


flex IV camera assortment $32.25. 


MAKE YOUR PRESENTS FELT de. 
spite the bad pun, there's no finer 
gift for a guy than a hat, Head size 
hard to find? No trouble at all: give 
а gift certificate that comes in a wee 
hat box with miniature topper in 
cluded, then he goes out and picks 
up the lid of his own choice, in the. 
color and style he wants. Gala gi 
certificates are available from such 
hat manufacturers as Dobbs, St 
son, Knox, Mallory, Champ, Le 
Portis, Resistol, Adam, Cavanagh, 
eie, in prices ranging from $10 all 
the way up to $100. Your name 
included on the certificate as donor. 
Shown are several miniature hat 
boxes and certificates as well as a 
good-looking Tyrolean (шген $20, 
fone of the many styles available. 


FOOD FOR THOUGHT — exciting 
Penge, омы and bouled 
including Reese canned 
Чай egg 20€ and tries $1257 
mano caviar $4.75; Au Gourmet 
canned crepes surette $2.49; John 
Lindsay kangaroo tail soup $135: 
Louis Henry terrine of Foie Gras 
3525; Italian Bel Pase cheese 
$1.49; Fournier preserved kumquats 
59e; Todd Old Virginia ham $16.95; 
Gamewood Rock Cornish hens 
$1.39. Back row includes electric 
Italian espresso coffee maker for two 
$27.50; French copper skillet $16; 
Geber $4195; саю portable 
electric refrigerator $159.95; copper 
and brass chafing dish with crepe 
suzeue pan $55: outsize pepper 
тй with matching salt shaker $33. 


TRAVELERS! TRAPPINGS. 
bottom row: plaid Bask $5.50: Oli: 
verti Lettera 22 
S88: Zenith tran 


Thorens windup shaver $17.50: 
Shields jewelry case $295; Yale 
travel lock $5.50: top row: suede 
duffle bag $21.50; English nylon 
5 

tsuersall li 
jacket $78; на 


skin passport case 513.50; camera 
gadget bag $11.95; travel bar and cof- 
Tee set $45; black сай toilet case S15. 


Ribald Classic 


THE BRAGGART KING 


A new version of an ironic episode from the History of Herodotus 


CANDAULIS, KING OF LYDIA, was a man of 
many faults, but supreme among them 
was this: he loved to brag. 

He bragged of his riches, he bragged 
el his power, he bragged of his palace, 
he bragged of his horses and, worst of 
all, he bragged openly and continually, 
to everyone he met, sparing no details, 
of the beauty, fidelity, passion and 
prowess of his Queen. 

Candaules had another fault, a fault. 
not uncommon among kings: he dis 
trusted people and imagined he was 
being laughed at, his boasts ridiculed 
and disbelicved, One day, in his typical 
style, he said to Gyges, the captain of 
his guard: "The Queen — she is a hand- 
some woman, Gyges, is she not? But let 
me tell you, her real beauties you have 
never seen, The beauty of her belly, 
which is smooth and cool as an alabaster 
vase, the beauty of her breasts” 

Indeed, sire," said Gyges, “these per 
fections you have been kind enough to 
catalogue for me before.” 

“And did you believe те?” 

“Why — 

“Ah, I can sec it in your face, dir 
sembler! You believed not а word!” 

“My lord 

"Enough! Т will prove to you that my 
Queen is all I say, and then in future 
when 1 speak of her beauties and am 
met with incredulity, 1 will have only 
to turn to you and say, "My good Gyges 
here can certify all my claims?” 


The Queen's beauties were revealed one by one. 


"But how—" 
“Men's eyes believe what their cars 
do not. This night will you sand 
behind the door in the Queen's cham- 
ber. You will watch her disrobe, down 
to her silken skin, as she prepares her- 
self for my couch. You will note the 
excellence of her charms; of all her 
charms, Gyges: of her belly, which is—" 
“Bur sire,” cried Gyges, “that would 
һе most unseemly! It is not fitting, nor 
is it even lawful, for me to look upon 
the naked flesh of another man's wife. 
And when that man is my King, it be- 
comes an offense most high, а Wide 
thing, a crime tantamount to sacrilege!” 
"What is seemly,” sid Canduules, 
“what is fitting, lawful, offensive, 
wicked, criminal or sacrilegious in th 
Kingdom —1 decide. Therefore tonight, 


doubting Gyges, you will ee for yourself 
that Candaules has for 


the fairest 


n the Queen's 
chamber and, as she unveiled herself for 
bed, ber beauties were revealed to the 
young captain, one by one. His sover 
cign, boastful though he was, had not 
spoken falsely. АП went as Candaules 
had planned, with one regrettable ex- 
ception: the Queen saw Gyges behind 
the door. Her first impulse — to cry out 
— she stifled, for knowing the integrity 
of the captain, she divined that he was 
there by her foolish husband's wishes. 
Therefore, she said nothing. 

In the morning, however, she sent 


for Gyges Sensing something was afoot, 
he went to her uneasily. When he ar- 
rived, she came to the point at on 

“Captain,” she said severely, "y 
are a man of honor, and yet you hid 
in my chamber last night and watched 
me undress. I can only assume you did 
зо at the Kings command, Is this cor- 
теа? 

Gyges was, indeed, а man of honor: 
he could not bring himself to lie. 
correct, my lady,” he replied. 

“So.” The Queen's beautiful eyes nar: 
rowed to slits. The full sensuality of 
her lips straightened to a hard, deter 
mined line of scarlet. “Captain Gyges," 
she said at last, “this was an onerous and 
unlawful thing you did last night" 

"Pt was, madam,” he agree 

ТА punishable thing.” 

Ves, madam." 

Who, however, is to be punished? 
"The master or the man? He who gave 
the order, or he who obeyed it? Who, 
handsome Gyges? Who must die? 

"Die, madam?” 

“Tt was my word, Gyges. As a man 
of honor, a man of more honor than 
my һтә зп King, 1 will leave the 
decision to you, What is your answer?” 

In the annals of Lydian history, the 
despotism of King Candaules is more 
than balanced by the just, wise, long 
and clement reign of King Gyges and 
his lovely Queen. 


PLAYBOY 


66 


he said the colonists made no sense at 
all. And along Tin Pan Alley, it was re- 
garded as conclusive evidence that Harry 
Smollett, vice president of Magna Re- 
cords, Inc. could fall into a vat of sheep 
dip and come up clutching а rose. 
Until the moment when he decided 
that Serambled Eggs would be а good 
number for Ginny Lane, Harry Smollett 
had been Magna’s vice president in 
charge of recording. Now he was vice 
president in charge of Ginny Lane, ап 
advancement which forced no complaint 
from his lips. It was now his exclusive task 
to study the novelty songs that crowed 
his desk, distinguishing between those 
that might be likely hits for Ginny and 
those which obviously Вай been com 
d in quieter surroundings, wich pa 
Тор on the wall The diference be 
tween these two broad categories was 
not always discernible to the naked eye, 
On Harry Smolletes desk today, for 
example, was a number entitled Down 
by the А E I О U, composed by the 
same Herbert Gideon who had authored. 
Scrambled Eggs. It would be moot. from 
а cursory inspection of the new number, 
10 say that Herbert Gideon was slipping. 
Harry Smollett, who at the age of 
46, had outlasted two wives and three 
analysts, was kecnly aware of his new 
position in life, and he had to be careful. 
Every song henceforth had to be a hit. 
Already, һе was more famous than Her- 
bert Gideon and almost as famous as 
Ginny Lane. The columnists now called 
him "The Song Demon.” pointing out 
that Scrambled Eggs had been turned 
down by 19 reputable publishers and 
seven disreputable publishers before 


(continued from page 51) 


complicated matters, in what for 
Smolen was an exceedingly delightful 
direction, was the fact that the news: 
papers now linked him romantically to 
Ginny Lane, А week or so ago, Smollett 
told representatives of the press that he 
had decided Scrambled Eggs would be 
а hit while visiting Miss Lane one eve 
ning at her apartment. He did not men- 
ion the fact that he had not visited her 
alone; that, in truth, he had barged in 
white Ginny Lane was entertaining her 
dear mother and two maiden aunts. But 
the newspapermen did not inquire fur. 
ther. I hey took Harry Smolletts 
ny at lace value, and what was 
as a result, was highly divert 
ing. insrmen ву туут, one of the head- 
lines said. 

Te ought to be said at this juncture 
that Hany Smollett and Ginny Lane 
мете not precisely а pigeon pair. Stel 
Tete was gray and lean, his features 
sharply drawn, like something a fourth- 
grade scholar might perpetrate with a 
Jigsaw in Shop Class. Ginny Lane, on. 
the other hand, was 24 years 


old. slender except where it was needful 
not to be slender, red of mouth, black 
of hair, bright of eye- intended, in short, 
lor something better than Harry Smok- 
eu. But here again. no one in the trade 
had the slightest idea what that some- 
ing might be. 

Neither did Ginny Lane, At 11 o'clock 
of this certain morning, she entered 
Harry Smollet’s offee. 

"Hello, Harry.” she said, and regarded 
her benefactor hopelessly. 

“Darling.” Harry Smollett said, and 
‘ame around his desk to kiss her. 

Harry.” Ginny said, and avoided him. 
“I hear you have a new song." 

“Yes.” he said, resignedly. “Its called 
Down by the A E 1 O U. Herbert Gid 
соп wrote it” 

“OR” Ginny said. “Before or after 
his breakdown?" 

“Betimes,” Harry Smollet said. “Shall 

Archie in here to play it for your" 
“Archie had a breakdown too,” Gi 
id. "His wife phoned in today. 
“Well.” Smollett said, “there must be 
somebody else around here who can play 
the piano, Hold the phone.” He got up 
and came around the desk again, tried 
a kiss in passing and in vain, and went 
ut the door 

Ginny Lane, left alone, wandered un- 
happily about the room. After a time, 
she sat down at the piano and examined 
the copy of Down by the A E 1 O U 
that was on the music stand. The peru 
sal brought to her something akin to 
physical. pain. 

Down by the AE LOU 

‘Sweetheart, you and 1, 

We were 30 00 ah ee 

Waiting for the bye and bye. 

1 said kubaba 

And said it with a sigh 

Down by the A E 1 O U 

Baby, you and 1! 


“1 won't do it; Ginny said aloud. "T. 
will not do it. 1 don't care if it costs 
me а million dollars. 1 will not be 
‘caught dead saying we were so оо ah ce. 
Thats all there is to it. I have never 
said kubaba in my life, 1 simply and 
absolutely dedine to . . ." 

‘Then she realized she was no longer 
alone. 

A voice behind her said, “I beg your 
pardon. 1 didn't mean to interrupt an 
thing.” Ginny looked up and saw a tall, 
rather dolefuldocking young man. "My 

he said. “is Sad Sam Weaver. 
Mr. Smollett asked me if I would різу 
the piano for you.“ 

"Oh," Ginny said, and thought about. 
it for a moment. "Sad Sam? Why?” 

“Because,” Weaver said, "my name is 
Sam and I'm sad.” 

“What about?" 

“Many things. May 1 sit down here 
beide you?" Sad Sam Weaver sat down. 


"One of the things is that you recorded 

a song of mine, entitled Always Оту 

You. You sang it beautifully.” 
“Ahoays Only You," Ginny said, 


“You're the only one who does,” Weav- 
er said. “It wound up on the other side 
of Scrambled Eggs." 
“I see," Ginny said. “Well, you can 
all me 
Does that make you any happi 
"Ye" Sad Sam Weaver said. 
is that song you have there?” 
‘Down by the A E 1 O U." Ginny 
|. "Herbert Gideon wrote it" 
“Herberts outside in the hall wi 
Mr. Smollett,” Weaver said. "He was 
very excited about something, 
“Well,” Ginny said, "do you want to 
his while we're waiting?” 
“No” Weaver sai 
“Neither do 17 Ginny said. 
‘The tall young man reached into the 
pside pocket of his suit coat and drew 
forth a folded piece of music manuscript. 
He straightened it tenderly, held it with 
care, and placed it against the music 
stand. 


What. 


ing.” he sid. 


“Lover” 

Weaver nodded again. "Very dificult 
to get this type of song published nova- 
days. Did you know Irving Berlin went 
more than eighteen months between 
recordo” 

“Not a Stor.” Ginny said, reading the 
title of the song. "That's a pretty name 
for a song.” 

It's a pretty song for a song,” Weaver 

“IE do say so myself, and I'm 
afraid 1 do.” 

He began to play, and Ginny, reading 
‘over his shoulder, sang, 


Not a star, my love you're not n star, 

А star is much too far for me. 

Not the sky, my love you're not the sky, 

The sky is much too high for me. 

Tm an earthling bound by land and. 

ocean, 

Tm а simple soul among the crowds. 

If my heart's surrounded by emotion, 

Still my head is not above the clouds. 

Here you are, my love, you're not а 

stor, 

1 don't know what a star is worth, 

You are not the heavens up above, 

But you're heaven on earth. 

“1 love it.” Ginny said. 

"'Bound' and ‘surrounded’ make а 
nice interior thyme,” Weaver said. "Not 
quite up to Ira Gershwin, who once 
rhymed ‘seraphic with "шаб, but a 
happy touch, nonetheless. This 1 do 
confess. I hope 1 don't sound boastful. 
Somebody has to say something nice 
about my songs’ 

“That somebody.” Ginny said firmly, 

(continued on page 82) 


a title bout in ten rounds 


pastiche BY JED KILEY 


He thumbed his nose and headed straight into the storm. 


OUND 4: “WINNER TAKE NOTHING 
novo cows Ало 1 were down in 
Florida in the spring of 36. Gib was 
another former Chicago reporter who 
had made the big time, He was drag 
ging down three grand a week for talk- 
ing fast on the radio. He had a wel 
motor yacht called The Adventurer 
One day we cruised down from Miami 
to Key West 

The Overseas Highway that connects 
up the Florida Keys had not yet been 
built. Key West was still an island, You 
had to go there by water. So Emest had 
his island home and his boat just like 
he had said he was going to have ten 


years belore in Paris. Some fortune 
teller, I was anxious to see his bont, 
Bet its a honey, now that he has the 
dough, 1 thought. 
ied up at the fishing docks on 
and the old Adventurer stood 
id 
gleaming white, among the local fishing 
raft. And the first thing we did was to. 
ask where we could find Hemingway. 
“God only knows” the dockmaster 
said. "We got a lot of bars in this town. 
His boat's Pilar, but he's not aboard.” 
So we went up to the La Concha 
Hotel. They've got a good bar there, 
(continued on page 70) 
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SELECTING YOUR SECOND WIFE 


Satire BY SHEPHERD MEAD 


more secrets of being successful with women without really trying 


EN Ask. “Should 1 replace my wife?" 
“This is a callous attitude and one 
which we have little sympathy. 
A wife is not like an automobile, 
traded in yearly as later models appear. 
True, with cars a new bit of grillwerk or 
a change in fender line can drive you 
quickly to the showrooms lest you be- 
come a laughing stock in the neighbor. 
hood. But luckily the models in women 
are rarely improved. The changes in so 
called “fender lines” are slight, the 
chassis design remains almost constant, 
and mechanical improvements are con 
spicuous by their absence. With reason- 
able care a wile should last for years and. 
years, 

‘Some say, though, that a time comes 
when you have outgrown a wife, even 
though she may stil be serviceable. She 
may be, they argue, unable to keep pace 
with you mentally, or be unsuited to the 
mew and perhaps more fashionable 
group to which you have risen. Should 
you then replace her? 

No = never! 


WEAR OUT YOUR WIE 
Replacing wives is wasteful and should 


nat be encouraged under any conditions, 
Do not cast off a wife — wear her out. 

То our pioneer forefathers, divorce 
and desertion were almost unheard of. 
In those days men simply wore out their 
wives, and it was rare indeed to find a 
man who had not worn out two or three 
of them. These were the days of busy, 
happy homes — and they can return. 

А word of caution: it is best to wear 
out a wife evenly. Keep her busy in a 
great variety of ways and she will de- 
velop a nice patina, so becoming to so 
many women. The woman worn out 
piecemeal takes on a spotty and irregular 
appearance, one of which you may not 
be proud. 

Question the Wall Paper. 

‘Once you begin to grasp the basic 
logic behind this strategy, you will de. 
velop techniques of your own. But 
for students who want one more ex 
ample — and one that is especially recom. 
mended for even wear on the wile— we 
suggest questioning the wall paper. 

"Uh. Phoeb, 1 just happened to 
notice the wall paper in the hall” 

“Oh? What about it, Davie?” 

"I don't want to say anything 


about it Alter al you picked it out, 
Test look carefully at it in broad 
daylight” 

“(ро not make а specifie criticism 
which would only cause an argu- 
ment, one which you would have 
ошай chance of winning) 

Don't refer to the subject again, Alter 
a wek o o you can be sure (hings vi 
har 


air, I've been thinking about 
that wall paper 

"Ob? What wall paper, pet?" 

(Pretend ot this point that you. 
have forgotten all about it) 

“In the hall. You said you didn't 
шен” 


Did n Looks fine to me. 
"Its the color, I'm sure, 1 thought 

it was maroon, but in the bright 

daylight it's almost à brown.” 
"Well, let's not worry about it, 


(The mechanism has started. You 
need only apply the brokes occasion- 
ally) 

“Davie, don't you care anything 
about your home? If it's really а 
brown, that throws everything off, 


the whole color scheme 
“Well, just pick up a couple of 
rolls of paper, pet.” 
"This will go on for several weeks. 
г E was just wondering 
about the wall paper.” 
"Oh, bought it already?” 
“I've been to dozens of stores, and 

1 had some picked out, but 1 got to 

thinking — instead of the new paper. 

maybe we could keep the old paper 
and change the carpeting 

"Fine, pet, just keep looking 
around — but I'd go easy on buying 
anything,” 

Carpeting will lead her to slip covers, 
slip covers to drapes. She will be busy 
and happy. The really skillful husband 
can manage it, (00, so that very little 
actual money is spent. 

think Tye got it worked out, 
Davie.” 
^1 don't think you're planning big 
enough, pet, Why put any more 
money into this old house? 1 think 
weve outgrown it. Why don't you 
start exploring around?” 

The whole process should last for 

many months, and will keep her busy 


and contented. 


WHAT то LOOK FOR IN 
THE SECOND WIFE 


By now we will assume you have worm 
ош the first wife and are ready to select 
another. What should you look for? 
“The qualities that make up the ideal 
first wife are seldom needed in the sec 
ond. The frst wife, as we have seen, 
-muscled and vigorous, since 
sense a maid of all work. 
"The second wife can be chosen differ 
ently. We can assume that by the time 
you ate ready for her you will be older 
and more fastidious, and, of course, far 
wealthier. You should be able to afford 
a май of people to do the rough work. 
Briefly, the second wife is to the first 
wife as a Jaguar roadster is to a Ford 
station wagon. She will be а sports 
model. (It would be wise to point out at 
this juncture that you may be middle- 
aged when you select the second wife. 
You will not be too keen for the outdoor 
lite. Choose a girl who is good at indoor 
sports) She should have all the fun- 
loving qualities of the good fancte. No 
need, however, for the bursts of strength 


ог the ability to do without sleep. She 
will have ample time to rest. 

‘She must be at least eighteen years old 
— may indeed be as old as twenty-five or 
twenty.six—and should have breath- 
taking beauty, both of face and figure, 

No need to test for firmness. You are 
not seeking womanpower, only luxury 
amd comfort. Find, if you can, a girl who 
has the consistency of an expensive foam 
rubber sofa. 

She should be physically lethargic. 10 
not, her youth may lead her to great 
activity. This may take her far from the 
fireside, and from you. 

Finally, she must be good-natured, un- 
derstanding, and tolerant, for as you ad. 
‘vance in years you will become grumpier 
and less manageable. 

1 she has all these qualities, you have 
found a pearl indeed. Treat her well. 
If properly cared for she will never wear 

Keep her happy and she will repay 
you well 


NEXT монти: 
“соноамко CAN BE FUN" 
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HEMINGWAY 


But the bartender seemed nervous. He 
looked around carefully and lowered his 
voice. “Mr. Hemingway never comes in 
here,” he said. 


‘That's funny, 1 thought. Looks like 
the nicest place in town. 
“Where can we find hin?” Gib asked. 


7L don't know where you can find 
him," the barkeep said. "but any taxi 
tan take you to his howe” 

So we grabbed a cab and sure enough 
the driver knew just where it was. He 
kept looking at us in the mirror as we 
circled through the папом streets. We 
finally stopped in front of an eight-foot 
stone wall with forbidding looking iron. 
gates. The place looked like a medi 
fortress. ‘Fhe only thing missing was the 
mont, "The grounds covered a square 
block in the most thickly populated part 
of the town and the walls were on all 
four sides with broken boules on top to 
keep you from climbing over. 1 knew 
who had furnished the Bottles all right 

Looking through the iron gate all you 
could dee were palm trees set close to 
‘gether with a glimpse of an ancient man 

ion in the middle. И was a bright 
sunny day outside but inside those walls 
it was black as might and the few pieces 
ol ground you could sec between the 
dense trees looked damp and mysterious. 
Bet theres a lot of pirate bones buried 
there, Т thought. 

‘When Gib pulled the bell cord by the 
Kate a mournful dirge could be heard in 

je distance, It sounded like that lone 
church bell they ring in Spain for the 
dead. We waited a bit but not a sound 
сате from the house. We rang it again 
and again. But nobody came to the 
door. That is, nobody in thet boue 
came to the door. But across the street 
every door in the block opened to pour 
out women and kids. They all stood 
silently watching us. The houses were 
mostly small unpainted shacks шей 
down with wires against the hurricancs 
The scene reminded you of the old cha 
eaux you scc in Europe with the huts 
of the peasants grouped around the 
Momeigneur's castle for protection. The 
neighbors themselves looked like they 
һай just stepped out of old paintings 
"The kids were mostly naked and the 
women wore brightly colored shawls 
wer their heads like you see in small 
towns in Southern Spain today or maybe 
Cuba. Gib cupped his bands over his 
mouth and gave them that fast 
line of his. 

“Hello everybody; 
Hemingway in town? 

Nobody answered. Nobody even 
moved. "They just stared. "The driver 
called out in Spanish and a couple of 
them nodded. But nobody said any- 
thing. The Lord of the Manor has them 
well trained, I thought. He's probably 


he said. “Is Mr. 


(continued from page 67) 


pecking out of some hidden window in 
his bastion right now. Dodging us the 
way he dodged me that day in his town 
house by the cemetery. Some isolation- 
м. 

Still running troc to form, 1 thought. 
He lives in a cemetery in Paris and in 
a tomb in Key West. The driver told us 
the place was all modern inside and a 
show place of the town. But try and get 
in. We rang the death knell again but 
ot only а dismal echo, 

Anyway we knew he was in town. So 
we told the driver to take us any place 
he might be. That was a bigger order 
than we thought. We must have hit 
twenty bars in an hour. We started at 
the Ocean end of Duval street. That's 
the Broadway of Key West. Tt runs from 
the Ocean to the Gulf and is only about 
a mile long. But in that miracle mile 
there are more bars than you will find 
in two miles on Broadway. Every other 
store is one. We didn’t go into them 
all; just the ones with sawdust on the 
floor. | asked the driver why and be 
explained. 

He said, "The Señor Hemingway is 
very democratic. He docs not wear the 
shoes when he visit the bar. Perhaps 
he like the feel of the sawdust on the 
bare feet. Who knows?” 

Barefooted, | thought. What пем? 
You'd think that it would have made it 
easier to find him. But it didn't. The 
Gonks, thats what they call the natives 
en the Keys, go barefooted too, Anyway 
in every spot we visited it was the same 
story. We would ask for Señor Heming- 
жау and everybody would dam up. You 
could tell they all knew him. But they 
just weren't talking. 

“They think you the police,” our 
driver said. 

"What's the trouble?" Gib said. 

“Quien sabe?" the driver said. But 
he looked like he did know. 

We finally bit the last joint on the 
street. The driver refused to go in with 
us this time. You couldn't blame him, 
1 thought. It sure looked plenty tough. 
Had a kind of stockade all around it 

lot of gaudy posters of Cuban 
belly dancers all over the unpainted 
front. It backed right up on the Gulf 
and Gib said that’s how they got rid of 
the bodies. Just toseil them over the 
fence to the sharks. И was strictly a 
night joint, you could see. And you 
know how awful those joints look in the 
daytime. Tt had a Spanish name but we 
called it The Bucket of Blood. 

We started in the door but a large 
dusky gentleman with a handlebar mus 
tache and a dirty apron suddenly barred 
the way. His huge body led the door- 
way. “No open. Come tonight." he said. 
But when we asked the usual question 
about Hemingway a strange thing hap- 
pened. Instead of camming like the 


rest of them he stood aside and bowed 

Ара you should have seen the interior 
of the joint. Tt looked like a hurricane 
had hit it. Broken glass and broken 
chairs fitted the floor. A couple of 
tough looking Соп» were cleaning it 
"up. Our host, with amazing agility or 
such a big man, vaulted over the bar 
and came up with a boule of good 
Scotch. "The best we had had in Key 
West, 1 noticed the bar mirror over his 
head was broken in two places, There 
were no customers and, in an unbroken 
spot оп the mirror, I could see the two 
‘Conks leaning on their brooms and star- 
ing at us. The big man, you could sce, 
was the boss, He smiled ingratiatingly 
and announced that the drinks were on 

house. 
“Is it that the Señor Hemingway is 
a fran’ vo you?" he said. 

Oh, oh, 1 thought, heres some- 
thing screwy about this 1 didn't like 
the way he was playing up to us, Better 
say we don't even know Ernest. Maybe 
our barefoot boy has been playing rough 
in the joint. 1 was going to warn Gib 
but he admitted that the Señor was our 
good friend before 1 could tip him of 
Our hosts next remark nearly floored 
аа. He was а very, very tough looking 
hombre. 

"Please, please,” he said, with his 
hands together as though he were pray- 
ing. "Please tell your good fran’ to come 
o more to my place. Look what happen 
la night Tam afraid" 

Better take the ball away from Gib, 
Y thought. After all 1 had had a place 
of my own and knew how to talk to 
the guy. 

‘Don't worry about Señor Heming- 
way." E said. “He can take care of him. 


he an- 
id of him. Iam afraid 
he will hurt somebody in my place?” 

Get a load of that, 1 thought. The 
tough owner of the toughest joint in 
town was afraid Ernest might hurt one 
of his customers? Some barefoot boy! 

1 ordered another drink, This 
gotta hear, T thought 

"Was be hurt" 1 

“No, no,” he said, 
get hurt” 

Start i 

о, no,” he sid, "he no start trouble, 
He just finish it, Не win. 

Winner take nothing, 1 thought, 
That's the title of one of his books. But 
the story I heard that day in ‘The Bucket 
of Mood was a lot better than the book, 
in my opinion, We got it straight from 
the horse's mouth too; from the owner 
of the joint. And night dub owners 
don't lie. 

Te seems that the Señor H. had dropped. 
in alone to the establishment about four 
АМ. He had just wrapped up a book 

(continued on page 81) 


‘the Señor never 


“1 don't know about you, Horace, but I say to hell with the Olympics!” 


your wife.” 
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FALCONRY: WHO 


Tumor By P. 6. Wodehouse 


NEEDS IT? 


a noble sport is due for revival over this chronicler's dead body 


READING А nook not long ago about pop- 
ular sports of the past, I was interested 
to note how few of them have succeeded 
ceping their grip on the public taste. 
They had their day and vanished never 
to be heard of again. 1 suppose about 
the only one that has su 

modern age is haberdashery. You still 


al into our 


find dashing the haber going on. But 
what of kun and spell? Or boxing the 
compass? Or mocking the turtle? (A 


cruel sport, this last. The players stood 
ın front of their turtles and made wise 
cracks about their laces. and the compe 
titoracho was the first to get his turtle 
good and sore won the chukker.) 

Te is the sime with hawking, or. as it 
was sometimes called. falconry. 1 don't 
know how well up you are on falconry, 
but it was all the rage in Shakespeare's 
‘ume, You find numerous references 
throughout the plays, and th 
no doubt that everybody was doi 
though where the fun с 
easy to see, MY it consisted of was 
around with a 
to your wrist and 
another bird, 


it. Then you whistled it back and st 

Il over again. Monotonous is the word. 
that springs to the lips, but, as 1 say, in. 
Shakespearc’s time they were crazy about 


"Today all tha 


changed. The motto 
of the modern sporting crowd is, “Golf 
and the world дой with you, Hawk and. 
you hawk alone.” And I would not advise 
jou to do that. A man going about Long 
Island or Bucks County with a large 
bird on his wrist would provoke biugh- 
ter, and not very nice laughter, eithes 
One feels, reading about these old 
sports, tl ol them might well 
have retained their appeal today, but 
опе сап readily appreciate why falconry 
passed out. Some say that the enclosure 


ot waste lands and agricult 
п 


apriore 
ts did it. but E cannot agree with 


this theory. A hawker does mot hawk 
less eagerly just because he has bought 
the latest 


tic falconer stop falcing because some- 
с had enclosed the waste lands He 


The school of thought which says that 
the decay of falconry was due to the 


troduction of fire arms into the sport- 
ing field is on firmer ground. Obviously. 
a question of time before falcons were 
handed their hats and hawks thrown on 
relief. There was and always had been a 
flaw in falconry. a serious drawback to 
the sport, and every thinking man siw 
it in a flash. It was thar the hawk got 
all the fun and applause, while the hu 
being who had put it through 

ин was paying its board amd 


were invented and a man could go out 
and shoot two or more of 


watching a bird take bows. Tired 
of playing flle, they grabbed 
for their guns, and from that moment 
falconry was doomed 

Another reason why the sport waned 
wor was that it was esentially w 
democratic. It did not cater to the man 
of small means who is the backbone of 
every national game. “Falcons and 
hawks says one writer, “were allotted to 
degrees and orders of men according 10 
rank and station — for instance, to th 
Emperor the eagle or vulture, to royal 
the jerfalcon, to an Earl the peregri 
to a yeoman the goshawk. to a priest the 


sparrow hawk, and to а knave or servant 
the useless Kestrel." 

Anyone could h 
that sort of thing would not do 
progressive age. One can readily 
the chagrin of the unfortunate knave 
who had to stand by and listen whik 

geed about how Percy, his 
d that morning 
in two over par. getting a three (three 
heron) on the long seventh, conscious 
the while that the handicap of Kenneth, 
his own kestrel, still stuck immovably in 
the latc twenties, its ga 
tutoring from the local pro, showing ab- 
solutely no signs of improvement 


АП this, of course, was in Europe 
America from the very start left the 
, prelerring more 

ud pitch 


thing severely alo 
sensible pastimes like bowling, 
ing horseshoes. But ¢ 
conry on anything like its former scale 
would be imposible today. For 
thing. modern civi 
100 co There. 
ple doin y dillerent jobs. How 
tee looking alter the 
body in these time? 
Id mot. be enough dillerent 


Id will be ale 
id Grace Kel- 
is jerfalcon but what 


layers union, to a manel 
pet valves, to a trainer 
seals, to the lloor-walker in the hosier 
department at Bloomingdale's, to th 
jet pilot who has made the first non: 
flight round Jackie Gleason ur, for the 
‘matter of that, to а man who writes e+ 
says on the decay of falconry? 

Jc is no use kidding ourselves. T 
‘would be a lot of talk and discussion « 
a few indignation-meetings in Union 
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Square ...posibly a couple of para 
graphs in Winchells column . . . but 
when all the smoke had cleared away, 
you, gende reader, would find yourself 
suck with a futile sap of a kestrel that 
did nothing but cat and sleep, and so 
should 1. They would lump us all toge- 
ther under the heading of "Knaves and 
not tw be done about it 
И you had it good and 
drew a goshawk, what would you do 
with i@ Where would you keep it? In 
your apartment? T don’t see how. Cer 
tainly not in the kitchen, for the cook 
had 
hands full looking after her own 
evel, Scarcely in the living room or 
5 as fussy as they are. 


М seem the only 
place, and to that there are the gravest 
objections. Anybody who has dragged 


wearily into the bathroom alter 
having been up late the previous night 
at a college ren 


can be E 
some that cannot 
But we still assume that the bird has 


to be bedded 
Closet where you keep your umbrellas, 
What then? The question of its training. 


now arises. and this is no parttime job. 
For do not run away with the idea that 
falconry was simply а matter of inciting 
a hawk to maltreat birds ol other species 
and just loafing around while it did it. 
The thing went far deeper than that. In 
order to prepare the party of the first 
part for its assaults on the parties of the 
second part a careful system of educa 
m was required. The moment the bird 
entered the home, you were up on your 
toes with scarcely enough spare time to 


wing" says one authori 
an of the process of trai 

hawks," and he then proceeds to fill a 
ied pages, a perusal 


do was to teach the 
the ww of the trap d 
che was provided for. After a good 
grounding in childhood with a govern: 
cs, followed by Groton or Lawrence 
ville, the hawk would be in a 
where four years at onc of the hy 
League colleges would probably leave it 
equipped with a fair education. Though 
с cases, where the bird. though 
was a little slow at retain: 


dered advisable. 
see the rouble this would 
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cause in the home. Endless worry and 
anxiety. "No, you can't buy that mink 
stole,” the father of the family says to 
his weeping wile, “I'm not making a 


million a year, and you would insist on. 
sending the goshawk to Harvard, 
what happens? He flunks the ror 


And. 


эрез exam." 
And on top of all that ther 
"ter of feeding, "The hawk,” says our 
author, "will often be induced to feed. 
if a beet steak is drawn over its feet.” To 

mind, this is asking too 


was the 


say, 
to bring this ol 
scene bird its beef steak on a plate with 
а Tittle watercress an order ol 
neh fried potatoes on the side, 
even prepared to take it to The 
iv birthday. But having 

done this, 1 submit that I have do 
part. 1 may be foolishly proud and in- 
dependent, but 1 will not brush its fect 
with raw meat. We Wodehomes have 
il the fatheaded fowl 


But. as 1 say, it is most unlikely that 
1 shall ever be called upon to perform 
this degrading task. There is little 

these enlightened days of gos 
ıd myself meeting on a social 
footing. They, so to speak, will take the 
high road and ТЇЇ take the low road, For 
falconry has had it, and will not come 
back. Apart from all the other causes 
of its desuetude, if desuctude is the word 
I want. the very vocabulary of the sport 
would have been bound to destroy it 
sooner ar Inter. Your enthusiast can put 
up with a certain amount of sh 


inextricably 
mised up with words like cere, brail, 
aeance, trounce, jonk, mew, 
pannel, ramage, seeling, tiereel, varvels 
amd yarak could never hope to live. 
"The result of this compulsory double. 
talk was that the sports writers re 
belled. They refused to report the big 
meetings. Those were the days whi 
haughty nobles were not only ha 
but extremely quick on the 
they took olfence rea 
news reached Beck's Coffce Howse th 


Redde Smithe, a well-known. jou 
‘of the day, had been divided i 
Redde Smithes with a Ваще 

saying that the Earl of Piccadillys per 
grine had mantled (when actually it 


raked out), the other reporters not 
their editors that the job was not worth 
the risk. 

So, lacking the support of the press, 
falconry droped and died. And 1 would 
like to кау that am bearing up all 
right, and so, 1 think, should you. Lees 
forget about the whole thing. 


KING COLE 


(continued fiom pase 37) 


ling for Take Two. Want me to 


"Never mind. then. lets go fram the 
” said Nat. Riddle continued dic 
i changes in the score, G 
| Riddle if he could tone down the 
duine belore the release. 
Tooked at the score and instructed: 
kill that clarinet figure three bars belore 
E Irs unnecessary.” 
iy this time, Putnam was down in the 
studio again. He unserewed the mike 
КОЙ 
switched И with the one hovering over 
the harp, Even a mike hay a personality 
el its own. Sometimes a particular 
butes materially to the repu 
star, For example, when 
js cutting, Putnam always 
жаз up a Western Electric 369 mike in 
„ lt has what Putnam 


nger like Howard 
of breath but not much sound. 

‘Then Gillette and Putnam moved to. 

2 control room. 
ing out the sub. 
¡bling of activity 
the control room 
fairly shook with a violent clink? elongt 
cloink? clang! All the plumbing in the 
seemed, had exploded in 
из. Cole roared with laughter 
ing the violent start of the men in 
rol booth. There he stood. hands 
cupped. jiggling a 
10 his extrahot mike they sounded 
like bouncing boilers. Gillette 

ied. Then he announced: 
б, Take Three 
Riddle’s evebrows went up with his 

as his face took on a look of sleepy 

calm and the strings and reeds began 
the opening bar. 

Gillette quickly looked at P 
who nodded 

"Gut." Gillette called, The attack was 
bad, 

“Number 13990, Take Four" The 
strings began with confidence and sway, 
together this The into built 


of coins so close 


and Cole moved into the mike to begin 
his first words when again 


Mette called. 


you didn't pick up that click, 
Cole aske 


* Gillette inquired. 
king up a squeak. Anybody 
hear it out there? 
Changing," retorted Cole. 

ghed. Everybody 
nsirument and around the 
floor rather aimlessly, as though an un 
bad squeak might be near. The 
row ol the string section. which 
neluded three members of the ee 
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brated Fine Arts String Quartet, burst 
into a jeering laugh. The squeak was 
coming from the chair of Irving Ilmer, 
the quarters violist. Umer sheepishly 
got up and moved his chair to the corner 
of the room where he picked up a sub- 
stitute, 

"Number 13990, Take Five.” 

As the music rolled out, Gillewe 
watched the score closely but maintained 
an allaround awareness, like a pilot 
coming in for a 
his pointing finger рін 
corner of die studio an 


cue. 

With cach command, Putnam gave a 
dial а clockwise twist, to open a mike 
а Tittle wider lor the solo sound. His 
hands shifted gracefully, as in a dance, 
among six dials, With the sprin 


L His face 
had the calm of one in full command, 
Dui perspiration oozed out over his eves 
Riddle, conducting the musica 
switched his eve from the score to the 
control room every measure to pick up 
cs on the face of Lee Gillette. 

Cole was becoming more intent, tno, 
in dealing with his lyric and he sang: 

"When the sun above is pahining 
amd at the Hull, his face squeezed up 
and he squealed 

Gillette motioned to Cole and Riddle 
to keep going. He was timing the song. 


Cole's feeling for the lyric began to slip 
away and he plodded through the rest 
of it mechanically 

At the end, Gillette announced, “Time 
is 3:06. That's pretty good. Lets hold 
the tempo about there, Did vou teel 
good with that tempo, Nelson?” Riddle 
nodded. Nat asked for a playback of 
the beginning to hear the balance. He 
bounded off the stage and into the con- 
tol room. 

As though by a signal, the orchestra 
disbanded. A few pulled out sandwiches. 
A union representative distributed with 
holding tax forms which the musicians 
began to fill out. “Lers take five.” a 
trumpeter wisecracked, "so Fra 
count up his dependents.” The 
named Frankie muttered something in 
retort, but no one heard it. 


voice of Nat 
of the big 
speaker. while es owner gard бер 
into the floor, listening. The perform- 
ance still was tagged. Ata tricky change 
of key, Coles face tensed expectantly 
brow subtly lifted. 
ye note clean, his face relaxed 


"When the playback ended, the men 
were in their chairs Gillette was at his 
mike. "Drums, listen. Don't rub the 
brushes across the drums. It comes over 
like record scratch." The drummer 
nodded. 

“All right.” Gilleue called out. Then 


“Well, what did you expect from 


artificial insemination: 


to show that this time he was really out 
: "Stand by. 

pause: "Number 13990, Take Si 
As the music started, Gillette and Pur- 
mam glanced at cach other doubtfully, 
but they let it go. Again, Gillette co 
mandel tensely to Putnam, “Trom 
from 


bones." “Fiddles.” But it was c 


making of à 
record. Meanwhile, Cole was becoming 
morc sure of the lyric, He was starting 
то mean the words. 
When it was over Gillete asked Put 
we lose the band when 
ип agreed they had. 
one more," Gillette an- 
er's watch the tempo, Nel 
we're starting to slow down 10 3:15 
“Trumpets, under "You will walk 
ay’ don't worry about 


shot. Nelson, after the word "н 
on the reeds give me a ‘bop’ inst 
“doit, OK, lets get right imo it. 
ber 13990, Take Seven.” 

“The band played the intr 
began to sing, 10 one person now. He 
was starting to whisper and the orches 
tra was beginning to flow. Now Gillette 
was starting to perspire. In his com 
mands to Putnam, his hands no longer 
pointed but his eyes did, His cars seemed 
to be growing larger on his head. lil. 
lows of wesie Red th ly Trom 
peter and Bill O'Connor, local disc jock- 
ess. had slipped into the control room 
‘quietly. Every few minutes, one of them 
leaned forward to get a better view of 
the extreme right of the studio and Nat 
Cole, who now was swaying a fresh paper 
‘exp of coffee as he started to live his lyric. 

"The feeling of a hit song was taking 
shape. 

As the music swayed into the final 
ight bats, Cole rested his coffee cup on 
his music stand, gesticulated his lyric 
with a sweep of his hand, then reached 
down to raise the music stand slightly, 
all within the flowing beat. With a hol 
low clatter, the music stand collapse 
in his hands Again, G 
‘with his finger o indicate "Keep going: 
Me was still checking the timing. 

“OK, no playback," Gillette ane 
nounced. He felt a momentum building 
up. as esential to а successful record as 
the song itself, He surveyed the stu 
quickly. "Are all the wrong notes fixed?” 
he asked. ‘The musicians were looking 
les relaxed. Riddle nodded. 

"Get it right this time and ТЇ buy 
everybody a drin 

“That's on the tape, Le 
Nat and everybody hughed ou 

“OR,” sid Gilleue, 


Nume 


Ioud. 
“lers make а 
record one time. Number 13990, Take 


D 


The music began and the voice began 
(concluded overleaf) 


TRUSTY TRIO 
п elegant three piece bar set 

tal charm: 
n finished. 


handles The whole м 
e dle Mode In 
En 


in a pre 
The Domino, Dept. C, M 
BTh Street, Chicago 37, Illinois. 


FLORA FROM FLORIDA 
Reponing in the gay fests basket 
эе in то special onder. grapefruit, 
limes, chocolate. covered 
x" pecans. pineapple 
side. puaa jelly a 
serve — top of the trop and 
fare for holiday blowout Fel 
low down south, sends ihe hand 
woven basker (plus goodies) for a 
decent $105, ppd. Cols, Depe 10, 
Box 4D, Lule River (Miami), Fa” 


All orders should be sent to the 
‘oddresses listed in the descriptive 


= With the excep. 
боп of personalized items, ell 

these products ore guoranteed by 
the companies ond you must be 
entirely satisfied or the complete 
purchose price will be refunded. 


for portability and a 
discou lers In 
deal are blad ou brass neck labels 
for which you pays your money and 
you takes your choice of any two: 

h. bourbon, гус, vodka or gin. 
‘The зи measures 12° high, 77 long 
and 37 wide, costs you a sportuman. 
Ike 750. ppd. hom Greenland 
Studies, Department Y. 5858 Forbes 
Sucet, Pittsburgh 17, Pennsylvania. 


PRETTY CHEESY 
What hath France wrought? Six 
nifty litle cheese knives with glazed 
ceramic handles bearing the legends 
Camembert, Roquefort, Swiss, Bric, 
Hollande and Port A dandy 
gift for gourmets, the box of cheese 
‘cutters is shipped directly from Gaul 
for a tiny $7.25, ppd. Mail your 
moola to Voyager Shops, Dept. В, 
545 Filth Ave. New York 17, NY. 


= 


А GOOD CASE 
This roomy 20° enwhide club bi 


sports a zipper 
ment Ged with 


initials are thrown in free. Those 


who cannot contain themselves. an- 

чи will rush $39.50 to 
Rudi's, Dept. U, 1123 Broadway, 
New York 10, New York, and specily 


whether they prefer suntan or 


PLAYEOY 


лв 


New Way to Sleep 


Gives Shen. yon 
КЕЗ 


TT Wa bind, то hones, 


WITTMANN TEXTILES 
бш з. Dinie, Dept. 232 


GIVE PLAYBOY 
far a cual vule 


— 
GIFTS or 
DISTINCHION 
ла ве Bie w 


Tat ate со. 
A Ds he De IP 


TO FAMILY, FRIENDS ond YOURSELF 
ms runo wa 


6; LINGUAPHONE 
эы Wer eter Gn Matos 
Re wan asec or 
ТЕА 5 . 

er FREE р AT Hone 


SEND FOR 


FREE 


BOOKLET 


to sing and everybody could tell this was 
the tke that the world would hear on 
Cole record. It glided 
and flowed, had the sincerity and bite, 
the spontaneity of а song that came off 
without any work at all. This was the 
of the expensive hour, of the ansiety 
the perspiration from three dozen 
ven: a vong that seemed to take no work, 
t all, a relaxed and private rende 
between Nat Cole and 
tener — not millions, but one 
Лене knew i was there as 


Үз get another one while we got it 
ber 13900, Take Ni 
Nat fluffed а word on 


lit a cigarette i 
holder, placed a foot on a chair and 
hunched forward to listen. When Take 
Ten was over, he said, “Lets hear the 
ther one.” Putnam threw a switch 
which back wound the tape at startling 
speed. In seconds he was back to the 
ng of Take Eight and played that. 

"The intro is cleaner on T 
‘and the fiddle. come 
more presence 


T think 
"Yeah, Т cate 
1 cam work those 
sîl. On a worksheet 
under uses ENSTRUCTN 


apes together.” 
before 


lete explained, 
unes 10 cut 


session, the omt of the studio, 
ciam amd who 
singer pays these, 


uct. Th 

vances the money, 

self before paying the singer any roy 
di 


pile up to more than the royalties а 
singer carns. If this unhappy state con. 

¡nues until the end of the artist's con 
та period. so th is actually 


in debt to his employer, the company 
usually te the ledger sheet, abiorb- 


ing the loss isch! 
"Yeah." Nat laughed and 
"Let's go to the next 
А few minutes later 1 
through the 


agreed. 


orchestra was 


reached the point of resolving into a 
chorus, the music stopped. Cillcue 
called for another runthrough and the 


portion was replayed. 
hat sounds pretty good." Gillette 
said. “Lets try one.” Jay Trompeter 
the dive jockey, who thought 

was kidding asked, "But where's the 


That comes tomorrow." Gillette an 
wereld 

Trompeter looked at him DI 

“This int 
a lot of s 
bras 


bum with a lot of brass. So we do the 
o today while we have strings and do 
the rest tomorrow. Then we'll splice the 
Never know the differ: 
boch, 


NAT COLE LP DISCOGRAPHY 


In the Beginning. .. V9" Decca 8260 


King Cole Trio, 


Vol. 1 „10° Cap. H220 


King Cole Trio, 


Vol. уб” Cap. H39 
King Cole Trio, 

Yol. Ш Los M Cap. H477 
Harvest of Hits... MP Сар. 1.213 
Vocal Clases nes g-: Cap. TSN 
Instrumental Classis 12° Cap, T592 


41 the Piano er Cap, 1136 


Tenth Anniverary...10" Cap. WSU 
Cap. alt 
mazo 
Cap. тиш 
Unjongetiatle 10% Gap, 18357 


aet Cap. T 


Tenth Anniversary 


Two ін Loue, ie coco 10" Сар, 


Two in Love 


Cp. 


Unforgettable 


Top Pop <... Cap. HINO 


Top Pops 12" Cap. TOO 


Penthouse Serenades. 10% Cap. HME 


Penthouse Serenades.12" Cap. T:332 


Ballads of the Day...12” Cap. 1680 


Piano муе. 2" Cap. W689 


ABDICATING MALE 


(continued from page 50) 


headed for Reno and a fair lass engaged 
affair would soon be dropped. But 
Alier I told them what they were doi 
this, previously unconscious hitormiss 
gambit became a science. Today, many 
Tigencies apply what they call in all se 
tinnis the “Wylie Test” to all initial 
Ti does not somehow ask madam 
ver Pollvadlerian proficiency, and. 
is wanting unless she buys the 
hat. lavant goes hack for re 
etimes, when 1 contemplate 
we, 1 feel as Frankem 
have felt when he beheld the 
he had loosed on the world. 
Frankenstein, to continue th 
sought to make amends hy des 


copy 
E 


pplication 
They yo 
rodet I doer 
Кый tast. And to kid Mis 
Ad Mrs America iot their 
Sex appeal depends on gadgets 

Then, perhaps, our women (and we 
men) will aga aware ol two 
vital and eleme 

1. Agi 
and put on (or tke of 


ih makeup 
ough clothes 


to seem — brielly— the living, Just pro. 
voking image of Cleopatra. But unless 


her aim is merely to provoke one man 
ne night, no product will help her. 
wha weds her may admire her 
en with the shellac bur he 
will live with the insides of the girl — 
sans makeup. 

2 ‘The true test of physical sex ap- 
peal in a woman is the literal and hue 
тийе rain-barrel. Dunk her ill she's 
clean, tll all the products wash off, rill 
the pads, perfumes, mink coats, clothes, 
underwear. automobiles. divans and th 
Tike are flooded away, till the haircon 
ditioners and permanents are done for, 
till the pills wear off and th 
capies dissolve out, Then dry her in 
the sum. What remains is what you'll get 
if you marry her or even go steady with 
her for a bit. On that simple 
ming. proportion of females stand 
about evensteven: equally desirable, 
that ds and attractive. О hasis, 
the p 


A few paragraphs back. I referred to 
the raver 
tested ads 


sequences of the Wylie 
“These, sadly, require further 
ex, love, 

the girl or 
woman who depends on products is the 
eternal loser. Produets— the very best 
ones — merely get in the way of love and 
provide obstacles to loving. What the 
sexand-marriage manuals imply rc 
les the implication of the ads and 


all of it is false; for milady has no cause 
to fear she is a wretched уана Ком what. 
АЙ she must know — all Helen 
knew, and Fanny Hill, also—can be 
readily picked up by a gi 
c and coordination in an idle 


what she must have 
isn't a banery of laboratory triumphs 
and a tallation of gadgets. Any 
girl with the price can get those. But a 
Tover, hov-triend, husband — the bos of 


posite: giving. 
For “making love," the complete ex- 
presion of sex love, is the first source of 


nat 
ven. A woman 
ied goodies. no 


penon. 
express love physically has 


ugh his 


desires u 
Hule interest in 
spector — unless he's so jaded it 
him. 

Were I given the power to speak dí 
rectly to, and be heard and believed by, 
the vearning girl who symbolizes Amer. 
wanting, seeking. unattached wo- 
jen, T would say, “И. darling. vou cannot 
give and give all of lovely you as you 
are donî offer. il you cannot relax 
ver sense of the word — don't 
all: it won't work. 
ik you can Teign and fake, vou. 


TE you th 
deceive a man or two. Bu 
fool y О! course not! So you, 
and 


are a phon: 
where's the love in tha? To love for 
a diamond bracelet — or to think you're 
loving because you have air ning 
and percale sheets—is to amert in so 
plain a wav Me of love can. 

aren't a good 


wing is being: and bei 
» something the manufacturers. 
ake or the Nannehsuiteil sales 
men advertise for sale — because it's free 
and vet pricelew: if pou. And remem 
ber, loving is the one objective exper 
ence left to us Americans im which 
perlection is achieved by g 
the advertised products. So, if yo 
you need more than vou and h 
they've sold you а bill of goods and 
i beside. Please, darling, 
T let the ads make you panicky, 
for if vo 

selves as the 
derful little yo 
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strumpets 
(continued from page 42) 


fully, "I have traced them to their lair 
and tomorrow I shall lead the police 
there.” 

“Oh, Frank!” said Sylvia, embracing. 
him. “You're wonderful.” 

Thank you," said Frank, 

When he came out of the house the 
next morning he found the card on one 
of the porch steps. He picked it up and 
slid it into his wallet. 
ylvia mustn't sec it, he thought, 

It would hurt her, 

Resides, he had to keep the porch 
‚cat 

Besides, 


was important evidence. 
ing he sat in а shadowy 
m booth revolving a glass 
of sherry between two fingers Juke box 
music softly thrummed; there was the 
mumble of postwork conversation in 
the air, 

Now, thought Frank. When Margie 
arrives, ГИ duck into the phone booth 
and call the police, then keep her oc 
cupied in conversation until they come. 
That's what ГИ do. When Margie— 

Margie arrived. 

Frank sat like a Medusa victim. Only 
his mouth moved. It opened slowly. His 
gare rooted on the jutting opulence of 
Margie as she wazgled along the aisle, 
then came to gelatinous rest on а leath- 
‘ertopped bar stool. 

Five minutes later he cringed out a 
side door. 

‘Wasn't there?” asked Sylvia for the 
third time. 

7] told you,” snapped Frank, concen- 
trating on his breaded cutlet 

Sylvia was still a moment. "Then her 
fork clinked down, 

"WE have to move, then,” she said. 
‘Obviously, the authorities have no in- 

anything" 
nee docs it make where 


uying to break 
mfu] silence, "well, who knows, 
maybe it's an inevitable cultural phe 
nomenon. Maybe’ 

‘Frank Gusset!” she cried. 
defendi 


“Are yo 
that awful Exchange? 
no, of course not” he blurted. 
“Tes execrable. Really! But — well. may 
ce all over again. Maybe its 
Maybe its 

ft care what it is!” she cried 


he said. 


"That night, in the frantic dark, there 
was а desperate reaffirmation of their 
love. 

"It wos nice, wasn’t it?" asked Sylvia, 


aid, 39.2636, 
ight!" said Maxwell as they 
drove to work the next mo "а 
cultural phenomenon. You hit it on the 
head, Frankie-boy. An inevitable god 
dam cultural phenomenon, First the. 
houses. Then the lady cab drivers, the 
girls on street corner», the clubs, the 
teen-age pick-ups тош 

movies. Sooner or later they had to 
brauch out more; put it om а doorto- 
door basis, And, naturally, the syndi- 
cates are р m it, pay oll come 
plainers. Inevitable, You're so right, 
Frankie-boy; so righ 

Frank drove on. 


grimly. 
ul himself hum- 
ming, “Margie. Im always thinkin’ of 
jon 

He stopped, shaken. He с 
finish the meal. He prowled the м 

1 one, marble-eyed. The 

he thought, that evil old mas 

Before he went into his office he 
tore the little card to confetti and 
snowed it into a disposal can. 

c that afternoon 

¡ber 30 cropped wp with dismay- 
regularity 
‘Once with an exclamation point. 


In the figures he wr 
the 


“I almost think you are defending this 
this thing.” accused Sylvia. "You and 
your cultural phenomenons! 

Frank sat in the living room list 
to her hang dishes in the kitchen sink. 
Cranky old thing, he thought, 

MARGIE 
(specialties) 
Will you stop! he whispered furiously 


poor little—" 
"Damn?" he muttered to his wild-eyed 
reflection, 


That night there were dreams. Un 


The next 
system, 

The next day Frank muttered to him- 
sell more than once, "I'm so tired of it 
all” 


The next ni 
coming 
s it posible?" said Sylvia 

actually going 40 leave us alos 

Frank held her close. "Looks like it; 
he said faintly. Oh, Im despicable, he 
thought 

А week went by. No women cunc. 
Frank woke daily at six A.M. and did 
a Tittle dusting and vacuuming before 
he left for work. 

“I like 10 help you," he said when 
Sylvia asked. She looked at him strange 


ht the women stopped 


"Are they 


ly: When he brought home bouquets 
three nights in a row she put them in 
water with a quizzical look on her face 
Te was the following Wednesday night. 
The doorbell rang. Frank stiffened. 
‘They'd promised to stop coming! 
ТЇ get it." he said. 
Do." she said. 
He clumped to the door and opened 


Evening, si 
Frank stared 
tached young 
dotes. 
Tm from the Esch 
“Wile home?” 


CORAL GLADES 


(continued from page 31) 


the handsome, mus 
п in the jaunty sports 


шо” die man 


haustion that he must commence the 
ascent at once И he would see again 
the sunlight of the upper world. Tear 
ing a lump, perhaps three-tons weight 
from the body of the he 


drove upwards trailing it in his mighty 
jaws 

Blackness changed to gray — then pur. 
ple—purple into indigo blue — 


now, at last, the scintillating 
green of the final hundred feet. His 
body shook and trembled 

porate heat of his fins, his lunes were 
near the bursting point, but never for 
a moment did his teeth relax from the 
burden that weighed him down — un 
food he had won for her. 

And then, even through his own 
agony, he smelled it. Blood. There was 

y the waters above 

a crash of opening seas he 
broke surface. lolling there inert while 
the last of the air shot in a hissing jet 
of steam from the blowhole. 

Slowly he turned. slowly his little eye 
searched the sea and then, in an instant, 
the lover of the coral glades had become 
the mon terrible of all God's creations, 
the berserk sperm whale. 

Forgotten the tons ol squid now sink 
ing back into the deep: forgotten his 

unnoticed the shape creep 

the waters behind him. He saw 
she needed him and, even as 
meed his charge, knew that 
he came too 
he was dying. 

In a sea whipped to foam rolled that 
lovely pearl gray body seared with gap 
ing wounds and, high above the spray, 
there leaped a lean black form curving, 

то fall again with a crash of 

ross her back. Down 

the depth below up 
4 a streak of burnished light, bury 
its sword in her belly. She turned 
er fins beating helplessly as the 
thresher shark sprang again imo the 


air to Mail her with its fearsome tail, 
to drive her down once more to the 


Up he sailed—all grace and evil 
against that Мыс Pacific sky—and up 
from the sea leapt a pair of gaping jaws 
to meet him. 

"There was a clash like a steel gate and 
the two halves of the shark, spouting, 


crimson fountains, smote the water 
twenty yards apart. Round whirled Shu 
shu, plunging headlong where the 
swordfish, fastest of all swimmers, had. 


already tumed to fce. In a swirl of 
foam charged the bull sperm and sw 
still the swordfish. But not quite swift 

lough. Though the whale missed that 
sleek body, his teeth shcered through 
its tail. Propelled by its own momen 
tum, on sped the swordfish down into 
the depth and — one — two — three — 

ike wolves alter a 
a trio of shapes upo 

The tiger sharks would feed well 
where the purple meets the blue. 

Then Shushu came hack to Her where 
she Tay at peace and muzzled a Title 
and lay beside her as she sank lower 

т so that the wavelets lapped 


And she looked upon him. with the 
same look that had made him the lover 
of the coral glades. and with that look 
did. Shushu lay very still, for sperm 
whales whose hearts are far. far older 
than wo hundred years suffer much 
from twinges. 
From behind, 
crept the whaler. 


furtive as а shadow, 


cow's sunk.” growled the mate. 
ing over the bows, “and the bull 
have been sore wounded in the 
fight so quiet docs he Tie. Get home 
with the harpoon before he sinks 100.” 


Mier 
such a sight as we have seen, seems 
somehow bitter wrong to take his life.” 
“Wrong. ус fool! Look there and 
reckon the weight of hi 
fats and even those ivory 
dollars ever wrong? Get set to fire” 
“Aye, aye” grunted the old man, 
stooping over his sights "Tut, damn my 
eyes TH do it clean, This, for 
noble heart” 
And he pressed the trigger. 
“A hit, a hit!” yelled the mate. "Out 
boats there! Whats that? Imposible 
. bust! Hell's death on the 
7 mid the harpooner, “for it 
was the hand of God that broke it 
lled him clean. He sinks! Look. 
he sinks! Well, that sees the last of him. 
Fare ye well, old warrior. Lie at peace 
with thy las down there in the sea" 
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FLIP SIDE 
(continued from page 66) 


to be me. Lets try it again.” 

y as though 

any ol this, 

Launched soulfully into another vamp 

intro. Ginny began to sing. The door 
opened, and Harry Smolleu came 

companied by Herbert G 


эге you si 
"Not a Star,” Ginny said. 

er bere wrote it. Из beautiful" 
“Thank vou,” Weaver said to her. 


"My" Smoller said. е song" 

He turned to Herbert G "Do you 

have an extra one of those pills?” 
“They aren't very good 

said, reaching into his pocket. 
“They're tranquilizers, aren't they?" 

Smollett said to 


“N do 


"A love song; 
"What do vou thi 
somcplac 

"There's always room for a love song,” 
Ginny Lane said. 

“Let me tell you something.” Harry 
‘Smollett said to her. 1 address you as 
your future husband.” He looked chal- 
Jengingly around the room. “Popular 
songs go in cycles. We are now in the 
rock-and-roll cycle, footwear sub«xcle— 
motorcycle boots, blue suede shoes, and 
so forth. You do not tell somebody in 
a hit song nowadays that you are in love. 
You tell them instead what kind of shoes 
you are wearing and please don't step on 
them, Or you tell them . 

beg your pandon.” Herbert Gideon 
said vo him. "Down by the AE I O U 
is a love song.” 
wollen said, “It Б?" 
certainly,” Gideon said. "Sce how 
ic words go—'Sweetheart, yon and 12” 
"We were зо 00 ah сє; ^ Ginny Lane 


Exactly.” Gideon said. 
"Well" Harry Smollett said, 
there are love songs a 

This d 


“all 1 
then 
ing you 
Ginny, 


im too,” Herbert Gideon said, eye 
id Sam Weaver. 
„ Ginny sad quickly. 
to stay. He's the piano player.” 

n business 
"Let's get going on 
Recordings at three this 


the thing. 
afternoo 

Herbert Gideos "What are you 
going to do on the fp side?” 


Sad Sam Weaver s 
ing to 

"He means the other side of the rec- 
ord.” Ginny said to him, She smiled 
sweetly at Herbert Gideon. "Perhaps 
you have another tune? Down by the 

‘or some such? 

fever put two hits on the 
Gideon said su 
right" Han 
"Look for the worst 
is my motto, und stick it on 
side. Some song nobody will . 
stopped. gazing thoughtfully at Sam 
Weaver. "Would you care to play that 
number of yours again?” 
lighted,” Weaver s 
Not a Sta. 

Ginny Lane said, "lt makes me want 
о а) 

“Whar do you think, Herb?" Smollett 
said 10 Gideon, 

“Les all right." Gideon said. “A 
quiet, wretched number. Nobody'll no- 

iet 

ly boy,” Smollett said 10 Weav 
and held out his hand. “Congratul 
tions. Your song goes on the flip side 
el Down by the A E 1 O U. You'll be 
famous.” 
'm already famous" Weaver said. 
“I'm on the flip side of Scrambled Eggs: 


"Were you talk- 


Selle. mid. 


1, and played 


Distribution of Ginny Lane's newest 
recording, Down by the A ЕТО U, be- 
gan one week thereafter, Therefore dis- 
tribution of Not a Star commenced at the 
same time. The week itself was distin- 
‘guished by the fact that Ginny Lane and 
Sad Sam Weaver had five datey—though, 
none of them was destined to attract the 
attention of the columnists, who still re- 
garded Ginny and Harry Smollett as the 

Weaver took Gi 


where they rede a roller coaster named 
the Cyclone: another night they spent 
at the Polo Grounds, ng the Reds 
dismember the Giants: another time they 
went to a Fernandel movie. So forth, 
“The first time 1 laid eyes on you," 
Ginny sighed. “It was s0 . . . She 
searched for the proper expression 
оо ah cc.” Sad Sun Weaver 
felt the same way. Y said kubaba 
“Only when they suid your song could 
be on the other side," Ginny said, "Only 
then was 1 willing to sing that other song 
with the vowels 
“Bless you,” 
“Well be 
pily. "Think of what a musical 
we'll have” 
A cloud crossed Weaver's brow. 


band should support 
alty picture won't 
“Don't be ridicu y 
kised him. fashioned. 
1 suppose you think the girl you marry 


will have to come five with you in Fall 
River, just because its a nice, sleepy. 
‘old-fashioned town.” 

“It's New Bedlor 
ies not so sleepy." 


" Sam 


“And 


Ginny bega “L think your 
songs are be; үз not ту fault 
they don't ioney.” 

“1 know,” Sad Sam Weaver said. “It's 


the times. ‘This thing is bigger than both. 
ol us” 
On that note, they parted: Ginny to 
go to the nationwide teles 
Show. Time, on which sh 
тине! singer this wee 
misery. to go watch the Giants agai 
Harry Smollett was waiting lor Ginny 
when she reached the television studie 
“aby,” he said to her, “where vou been 


For one wech, 
Wave been happier and 
any million-dollar girl 
Songs has a right to be. Do you under 
sand?" 
No.” Smollet sal. “No, I don't. But 
Y have a table reserved at the Stork, for 
alla the show. The show'l be 
Tor vou. One rehearsal, 
now. You do Serumbled Fees, and then 
lor your encore you introduce the new 
ig sendofl, Forty million people 
if. Down by the X Y Z. or what- 
e is You'll sell a quarter of a 
pillion records off this appearance alone. 
Don't forget to plug the labi" 
iy sid and went inside 
to rehearse and make sure the orchestra 
Trad the sheet music it needed. Harry 
Selen rejoined her alter rehearsal, 
they had a cup of coffee. “How'd it 
Ro he asked. "Easy?" 
"Yes." Ginny said, and started to en 
"Those lyrics must be very mo 
Harry Smollett sid. 
them in quite that w 
baba, Yup." He nodded. "Charged with 
emocion. No two ways about it” 
The show itself, а tv 
variety hour, went swimmingly. Ginny 
Lane won a vivid hand when she ap 


ay responded, "1 
happier than 


peared, and she sang Scrambled Eggs as 
only Ginny could sing Scrambled Fes. 


"Well, Cinny,” the master of ceremo- 
nies said to her, when the applause had. 


died down, "I hear you've got a new 
record.” 

Ginny nodded, There were wars in 
her eyes 


“Understand i sell a million copies, 
just like Scrambled Eggs did.” the me 


"I hope wo," Ginny said; this being 
the only thing to say under the circum. 
stances. She cast a glance askance, and. 
from the wings, Harry Smollett nodded 
encouragement. 

“Is it like Scrambled Egg?” the mc. 
wanted to know. 

“Nothing could be like Seram- 
bled Eggs" Ginny Lane said. 


‘The me guffawed. "Well. Tell us a 
tinle about it." 


lou don’t say? Whats it called?” 
fot а Star” 
Well the me said. “Been quite 
me since we've heard a good old 
fashioned love song. What do you think 
audience? Want to hear Ginny sing it? 
There was a starting crescendo of 
applause 
Ginny nodded to the band leader, who 
at her urging during schearal had sent 
out a hurry call for score sheets of Not 
а Star. The conductor raised his baton, 
v sang Sam's love song. 
“The roaring applause from the audi. 
ence was still going full blast when the 
to a commercial break, 
Smollett waiting 
she said 10 
КҮЙ 
looked at her. “Say what?” 
did the wrong side of the record.” 


went for that number, Tve been sing 
it for a week Love songs have got to 
make a comeback. You'll sell more than. 
a million records. Em so happy Im de 
iow. That silly piano player. hell 
make himself а pot of money and Tin 
even happy for him. Come on. The 
Stork Club. We'll celebrate.” 
o” Ginny said. 
"What do you mean, no?” 
Why noi" 

have someplace else to ga” 
Where?" 
he bleachers at the Polo Grounds,” 
juny said, "if you must know.” 
Did you say the bleachers at the Polo 
Слони 

"Yes 

“May one inquire why?" 

To find somebody." 


le way the Giants have been 
y said. “Good bye, Harry 
He stood there. watching her go ont 
the door. Shortly. the door opened again 
and Herbert Gideon came і 

“Harry.” he said to Swollc, “I have 


just composed my greatest. number. 
Smollett looked at him. “Is it a love 
song?” 
“la а way 


bert Gideon said. “Subt 
Rock in My Roll. Is that gn 
wonderful?” 

"Give me onc of those pills you ca 
Harry Smollett said to him. 
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HEMINGWAY 
(continued from page 70) 


and, as usual on those festive occasions, 
was wearing his bare feet and what he 
alls his “drinking shorts.” That's all 
he had on. He enjoys hobnobbing with 
the kevhopping waterfront Cooks who 
consider shirts and shoes an affecta 
They know him and they li 
But, it appears, there were three (3) 
largish rum. of Nassau who 
did not know him and who did not like 


his looks, They had be ' some 
their own рой resented the 
haven features. 


But it seems that La Belle Conchita, 
ding 


who does the star striptease acc 
to the posters, precipitated 
ently by towing 


«d hy the rum- 
playfully broke 
his glass ou the edge of thc bar and, 

the jagged stem as a 


trouble started. When 
the Señor stepped on one of them. 
“And,” our host said, “you never see 
т move so las in all your Tife. 
Boulcs. chairs and tables fly around him 
like the rain. The furniture miss him. 


It had all ended as quickly as it had 
begun, we Icarned. with the three rum- 
jers going by air through the front 
door, which. by the looks ol it, must have 
been closed at the time. The Señor won 
by three KOs. But he paid for every 
thing. Winner take nothing. 

No wonder we couldn't find him 
around town. He was wa 
ıt to cool dow 
might want to co 
ming 1 


atulatc hi 
hy he 


wasn't home 
Better get out of here ourselves, 


We got out of there fast. You could 
(cll the driver was relieved to sce us o 


our feet. He knew about it all right. 
Just wasn Gib thought we 
ought u 


lo get 
joint out of our 
Tor the dock. 


Ernest, 
gone to bed 


1 thought. I knew he hado 
AU that excitement would. 


һе liked to stay 
1 was sorry we had missed him, So was 
Gib. 

We got on hoard and were all set to 
pull out when the Coast Guard started 


running up small craft warnings. "Thats 
the way it is down there. One minute 
the sun is shining brightly and the next 
minute they arc telling you to stay off 
the ocean. Bad weather hits fast on the 
Keys and a storm on the Caribbean is 
no joke, 

Ve were helping the captain tie things 
down on deck and running out extra 
lines for the coming blow when a pawing 
boat caught 


eye, И was just one of 
uy motor fishing boats yo 
the Keys but instead of run 
ing to shelter it was headed straight out 
to sea, There was a big man at the wheel 
and a Cuban boy standing beside hi 
with a tray. The big man had а glass in 
his hand which the boy was filing tro 
boule. The boat moving slowly on its 
tor was only a few feet from our Low, 
We looked at the 
корх 5: 
Me was 
taken a fish 
cause he h 
been play 


IREE DAY mow" 

n Old Man and he had not 
„ That w 
been fishing. He 
fished he took 


13. Wh 
fish. When he played he took a drink, 
You could see that he had not tke 


shave or a sleep in many hours, The 
Boy looked at him admitingly. 
Everything was young about the uid 
Man except his eyes which were the colo 
dl seaweed which has been up too lon 
they were cheerful and undelen 
The hand which held the glass had the 
deep creased scars which cime from 
handling schooners across the bars. Some 
Others at his knuckles 
were fresh; as though he had barked 
them recently on the rough thwarts of 


a seagoing chin. There was another 
fresh scar on his cheekbone; as if it had 
been lr dy by a passing fist or 


pes gripped the 
deck the way his strong fingers gripped 
th 


to take it away from him. When he 
save us lus raucous laugh broke the spell, 
He shut down his noisy motor and 
drifted alongside. lt was 1 
he said, "it 
. What you doing? Ty: 
You sissies afraid of get 
ing your feet wer 
Just like that, 1 th 
see the guy for years 
he had just 
he bad, 1 thor 
hidden pect 
"Tie up and come aboa 
“Big blow coming. 


nest suid. "Got a date 
on over when 
nd ge fishing, 
Til be there 


by noon tomorrow." 
“You'll be in Davy Jones’ Locker by 
moon," I said. 
He looked at the sky and sniffed th 
air. The wind was rising amd it was 
getting darker every minute, Me said 


something in Spanish and the boy turned 
the motor over. He pushed off and 
waved. dates when you get 
there, So long" And he headed 
that cub of his straight for the Atlantic 

"Well, 1 thought, he's sull the same 
anyway, Still looking for trouble. And 
the big dough doesn't seem to have 
hanged him. He looks worse than he 
id when he was broke, And you couldn't 
call that boat of his а yacht by any 
means, Guess he can take it all right, 
1 thought. 

"The man's cary," the captain said. 

“Vou can say that again,” I said. 

1d the Florida Keys is a 
In the old days the 
Key Westers ош of 
wrecks, "The wind piled the ships up on 
the sawdoothed reefs and Ше breakers 
did die rest. They say the natives used 
to put out the lighthouses when business 
was bad. The bones of thousands of 
Ships lie buried in the shallow waters 
“rhe sudden storms, the shallow water 
and the reefs still make them the most 
dangerous waters in the world 

And this was no small squall. Te was 
the real thing. The Conk fishermen 
were all streaking for port before the 
Wind. Even the birds were ganging up 
and heading inland the way they do 
when a hurricane is coming, 

"The island of Bimini, the captain told 
us, is just a speck in the Caribbean and 
hitting it in a spell of bad weather is 
like finding a needle in a haystack. Our 
friend, he said, would come limping back 
to Key West in a few days or we woul 
never hear of him again. “Vou don't 
now these waters,” he said, You don't 
know Hemingway, I thought. 

As his boat went by the Coast Guard 
Station a siren let loose that sounded 
like an айтай! signal. His was the only 
bont headed out to sca so it must have 
Veen for him. "That ought to bring 
back, Т thought. Bur it didn’t. He just 
stood up and waved with one hand and 
thumbed his nose at the Station with 
the other, The last we saw of 
his Hirde boat, hea 
weather, Then it 
the dark like a Н 

The storm was а bad one, Tt hit us 
a minute later, You couldn't see your 
drink before your face, We grabbed a 
taxî and just made the La Concha, The 
palm trees were bowing low to u 
fore through the wind swept treer 
cab ill felt like it was g 
over апу minute, 

ikea fire hose. Te wasn't the hurricane 
season but it felt like one to me. 

"Сой help the sailors on a night like 
this” Gib, 

“Amen” 1 said. 

And ie went on that way for three 
days and nights We stayed holed up in 
the bar and watched it through the win- 
dows. All you could sce on Duval Street 
was a Yank sailor now and then bucking 


the wind and rain in snug oilskins. Bet 
they were glad to be in port, 1 thought. 
We pulled out for Bimini early in the 
morning of the fourth day. The wind 
and rain had stopped but there was a big 
ground swell, We asked about Ernest 
at the dock but he had not come back. 
We were worried. So Т phoned the Coast 
d. When 1 mentioned his name a 

ol laughter came back over the 
ws those waters 

a voice answered. 
mot share our fears 


"The Dock Master di 


either. “И that bird is ever lost at sea,” 
he said, "it will be because they hanged 
him from a yardas 


at sunset And 
looked like a li 


We glimpsed Bis 
what а sight. T 


know about 
happier 


dor, they say. i wou 
that but FU bet Chris wasn 
to sight land than we were, 
smallest of the British 
мр in the West Indies. It's 
really two islands but one is uninhabited. 
It lies about a hundred miles duc cast 
ol Miami and, except for a small hotel, 
looked then pretty much as it did i 
Columbus’ day. Has a population of 
about two hundred natives and they live 
and look pretty much the same as they 
did in the Ith Century except they 
listen to the fights and baseball on the 
radio, Its like onc of those tropical is 
lands you sce in the movies: all coconut 
palms and white beach. The World At 
las gives it only a Hy speek and one line. 
‘Bimini: a small island in the Bahamas, 
W.L where Ponce de Leon is said 10 
have discovered The Fountain of Youth.” 
Т borrowed the captain's glasses and. 
took a look. 1 picked up the dock, a 
long narrow jetty, but Т couldn't sec 
в Of Hemingway's boat. There 
© standing on the 


jetty 
‘Must have come and gone, I thought 
Moped so anyway. 

But he had not come and gone. We 
found that out while the natives were 
helping us tie up. The fast thing they 
asked us was whether or not we had 
we had 
art out for here four days ago 
they were all smiles. 1 couldn't see what 
was so funny about a man being out 
for days in a storm. But they did. 

"No storm too bad for Papa.” onc of 
them said. “Storm over. He come sure 
now." 

We hoped they were right but had our 
doubts, We spotted a little native bar 
at the foot of the jetty and headed for 
there. The going had been plenty tough 
all day and we were about ready for bed. 
‘A couple of the boys helped us walk and 
took us right to the bar without our tell 
ing them. Papa has them well trained, 
I thought. We made the bar and flopped 
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down on a couple of har stools And 
after a few of those good Scotches you 
get on British islands we started to feel 
beter. 

But we were still worried about Ernest. 
Gib wanted to call up Key West and 
report him missing. They had a radio 

оп Bimini and we 
и bur it we did ап 


up safe 1 knew he would be sore, He 
always hated any publicity about his 
private life. Sounds funny but it's tr 


Ask any newspaper man who knows hi 
even talk his own books 
ler alone talk about нме. You got 

devil his due, Look what 
1 gave him a writeup in 
dier. 


The 
So we rolled up to the hotel and went 
to bed instea 


Came the dawn and we got м) 
news. The bay who brought our c 

as all smiles, Papa's bost had been 
seen limping into port, he announced. 


He would make the jetty in ап hour or 
so and the whole island would be there 


But Gib and 1 were right there wi 
the rest when The Pilar chugged up to 
dock. The boat vou could sce had taken 
a had beating. Some storm. But Ernest 
looked all right from where 


stood. 
We weren't on the jetty. There wasn't 
room. We waited up in front of the 


Dar. We knew where he would head for 
first. And yon should h and 
card the welcome the g They 
deen had a three piece band on hi 
riding 
down Filth Avenue except for the tune 
the band was paving. It was God Save 
the King. And they were u 
like a king, too. All laughin 
and vellin 
We were n 
head for first 


ht about where he would 
He came on a beeline for 
the bar grinning and pushing his way 
through the hall naked bodies like a 
conquering hero. He was hall naked 
too and so wind-burned he looked like 
‘one of them, He walked in his bare feet 
over the nail and splinter infested jetty 

hit were a thick carpet. Some 
The soles must have been like 
leather. He looked pretty tired though. 
1 thought 


Cuban boy who was his mate wasn't with 
him. He was already in his Dunk, asleep. 


alter night 
pounding. But it did not seem to have 
hurt Ernest much, 1 thought. 


HOLIDAY DINNER 
(continued [rom page 40) 


ing properly, you may use your own 
hen or shorten the 
gested here. The bird 
¢ drumstick is tender 
breast shows no pink 
n pierced with a lork If, 
alter cooking, the bird is tender but not 
brown, turn the oven heat up high lor 
э few minutes or place the bird under а 
broiler flame and turn it until evenly 
browned. kin must be a deep 
brown or the flavor is not at its best. 


RUE 
"Ehe smallest can of wuflls, imported 
from Frane, will cost about a dollar. 
Usually truflles are 
the fancy food shops 
firm black tuber has little flavor of is 
own, but it is incomparable for high- 
lighting and accenting the 
other blended foods. 

In a siu de 3 tablespoons but. 
ter. Add I sliced medium size onion, 1 
sliced piece of celery, 3 sprigs of parsley. 
and a pinch of sage. Sauté slowly until 
the onion is deep yellow. Add 2 table 
spoons flour and stir well. Cook for a 

tes over a low flame, stirring 

nil the Hour turns а very 
Tight brown. Be careful not to burn it. 
Gradually add 114 cups hot chicken 


Havers of 


broth —the canned will do. Add 14 cup 
tomato juice, Stir well while adding the 
liquids. Bring to a boil. Skim well 


Add 1 jigger brandy and 1 wineglass of 
dry red wine. Simmer very slowly until 
Tiquid is reduced to This slow 
reduction is extremely nt for a 
proper blend of flavors 


into the 
һ the Rock Cornish Game 
Hens were roasted, Scrape the pan bot 


Stir well. Strain the sauce back 
the saucepan. if nec 
ey Add 3 ms coarsely 


chopped trates. 
longer. Add salt and pepper to taste. 
Pour some of the hot sauce over the 
yek Cornish Game Меп» on the sere 
ing platter. Pass more sauce at the table 

I you can't get your hands on the 
truffles, you can make this sauce without 
them and still have a distinctive gravy. 


or 5 minutes 


‘quince pruty 
sure the jelly is ice cold. Run a 
knife along the edge of the jar, and un- 
mould the jelly whole onto a serving 
lish. И quince jelly is not available, 
then any other tart clear jelly, such as 
apple, crabapple or raspberry, wil 


CHESTNUT PUREE 


For two persons, buy a one poue 
of chest (Do nor buy 
rons or Chi ter chestnuts) Mash. 


the chestnuts by forcing them through a 
colander, food will er puree mach 

Place the mashed chestnuts in a heavy 
saucepan with 14 cup heavy cream, 14 
cup milk. 1 tablespoon butter and a 
heavy sprinkling each of nutmeg, cin- 


‚mon and sugar. Mix very well. Season 
to taste with зай. Cook over a slow 
llame, stirring frequently, until heated 


through, Correct seasoning il necessary. 
M the puree is too thick, i with 
additional milk. The purce should have 
the consi shed potatoes. Tm- 
ported pureed chestn the 
saucepan except for 

bought in one pound tins. 


Although Rock € 
a white meat bind, the flavor is 
enough to warrant a deep red wine, 
Any fine domestic or French Burgundy 
will provide a magnificent counterpoint 
to this sort of dinner 

preferred. then the 
slightly chilled, 


пасхи 


FLUM PUDDING 
A one pound prepared plum pudding 
will serve six people easily since the 


Plum 
pudding 

crack. 
Jy be more moist tiran the pu 
in the crock. Heat the pudding. before 
wer each portion with pre 
pared rum sauce also slightly heated, 
The Charlotte Charles brand or the 
Martha Ann brand of rum sauce ate 
both very pleasant 


Serve thi 
cups with 
ark French n 
preso coffee it available. 
ly salty flavor 


demi asse 
ar. Use the 


of the Ha- 
из goes perfectly 


with after 
from «о 
keep the glow 
and bright as the 


Any lique 


sts as steady 
oliday candles. 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES ON PAGE 57 
THIS 15 BUSINESS? Of the original 
$30 which changed hands, the lady kept 
25, the bellboy $2. the three men $3. 


YEN FOR A CONCUBINE. ‘The man 
who redeemed the girl had to pay back 
three million yen to the owner of the 
fancy house. 


DOLLARS AND CENTIMENTS. Jack 
started with $0245, wound up with 
51392, 
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scriptions ore renewals, 
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check as new subscriptions. 
Include а check or money- 
order for the proper amount | 
ог, if you prefer, “charge 
it" and we will gladly bill 
you later. Mail your gift 
list in the handy, postage- 
poid reply envelope attach- 
ed and—to make certain 
your gift subscriptions begin 
before Christmas—get 
your list in the mail today. 
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add'l I year gifts 
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